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TO THE 

Honorable Arthur Mac Arthur 

OF WASHINGTON, D. C, 

these letters are inscribed as a slight evidence of 
my gratitude for his steadfast friendship and of my 
admiration for him as a man. 
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PREFATORY. 

The letters following were written for and orig- 
inally appeared in the columns of that marvel of 
Journalistic enterprize, the CHICAGO DAILY NEWS. 

U. S. Consulate. 

Gothenburg, 1884. 
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1. 



THE ROUTE THROUGH ENGLAND — A VISIT TO OLD YORK 

MINSTER THE SIGHTS ALONG THE WAY — AT 

BEVERLY AND ON THE NORTH SEA — IN THE HOME 
OF THE SWEDES. 



Gothenburg, Sweden, Oct. 1881. 
If the critical eye of any loyal and patriotic 
Swede should happen to light upon this scrawl of 
mine, he will doubtless tell you that there is no such 
place in Sweden as » Gothenburg », and, I am bound 
to admit, that if you search for » Gothenburg* upon 
a Swedish map of Sweden, you will find no such 
place. There you will find, upon an estuary of the 
Gotha river, that leads out to the Cattegat, the 
Skagarack, and thence into the North sea, »G6te- 
borg», the Swedish for the English Gothenburg, and 
the French »Gothembourg», one of the prettiest and 
most thriving cities in the world. Among English 
speaking people everywhere, the name is pronounced 
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as if spelled »Gottenburg», and the post office offi- 
cials will tell you that it rarely happens that it is 
spelled in the same way on any two of the large 
number of foreign letters that reach the Gothen- 
burg office in the space of every twenty-four hours. 
I prefer the anglicized » Gothenburg » and thus I write 
it, not having the fear of the said loyal and patriotic 
Swede before my eyes. 

When I sailed from New York, I did not dread 
halt so much the wild and restless Atlantic as I did 
the prospect of a voyage across the North Sea. The 
terrors of the latter, its shifting gales, its short, 
chopping seas and its treacherous coasts had been 
elaborated, and their horrors dinned into my ears 
until I had nearly concluded to give it the go-by 
altogether and make the land journey by way of 
London and the Continent. A sensible and experi- 
enced skipper, however, whom I fell in with on the 
Atlantic, and to whom I recounted the harrowing 
tales which had stirred my very soul, calmly puffed 
away at his pipe during my nervous recital, and 
then blew away, in clouds of smoke, the fears which 
had been born of my imagination. He had crossed 
the North sea, he said, a thousand times, and had 
nearly always found it as smooth as a mill-pond, 
and w^ould greatly prefer to make the voyage from 
Hull to Gothenburg to sailing up the Hudson from 
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New York to Albany. To be sure, a fishing smack 
or two might be keeled over in a black night, or 
be cut in twain by the sharp prow of an iron steamer, 
but what of that? So much the worse for the fishing 
smack. Fishing smacks should understand their bus- 
iness, and keep clear of iron steamers. 

All this was reassuring, and, after listening to 
the experiences of sundry voyageurs whom I en- 
countered at Liverpool and elsewhere, I found a 
confirmation, in the main, of the story of my fnend, 
the skipper, and had myself booked for Gothen- 
burg via. Hull. The traveler in this »blarsted coun- 
try », you must know, is always »booked» from sta- 
tion to station. To be sure, you buy tickets at rail- 
way stations and steamship offices precisely as you 
do in the States, but you are, nevertheless, »booked», 
and one is never asked if he or she has purchased 
his or her ticket from and to this or that place, but, 
invariably, the query is, »Have you been booked ?» 
I suppose they style it »booking» because, as a 
matter of fact, there is no »booking» about it at all. 
Lucus a non lucendo. That is to say, we should 
naturally expect a register to be produced, our names 
and addresses to be solemnly recorded, our antece- 
dents perhaps inquired into, and, at last, after much 
suspicious looking over, sent on our way, if not re- 
joicing, at least virtually told by an official glance 
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at the eager, pushing individual directly in our rear 
that the company has our pounds, shillings, and 
pence, and that we may go to the— next station, or 
whithersoever our whim or business may chance to 
take us. However, let them dub the process of tick- 
et-buying as they please, I like the style of doing 
things at European railway stations. There is not 
and there cannot be any such thing as a rush. An 
iron railing encircles the office and purchasers of 
tickets form in line and await their turn. You men- 
tion your destination to the urbane official who peers 
out at you from the diminutive window, disburse 
your stamps, pocket your ticket, and move on. If 
you desire information and expect to find a Mur- 
ray or a Baedeker in the individual who has kind- 
ly consented to receive your money, you will be 
sadly disappointed. He will not stop to consult 
guide-books for your benefit or lean on his elbows 
for a quarter of an hour and discuss weather proba- 
bilities, the price of shares, or the chances of this 
or that horse winning in the next great race, the 
train meanwhile moving slowly out of the station. 
No, he means business; and, if you do not like or 
understand his method of transacting it, an officer 
with much brass upon Tiis coat, cap, and face, will 
volunteer information by kindly, yet firmly, grasping 
you by the collar, and, with the first finger of his 
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right hand extended, will say by his manner if not 
in words: »move onl» 

But I am wandering — not to Gothenburg and 
Sweden, whither I propose to take you. The railway 
journey across England from Liverpool to Hull is 
extremely interesting and altogether delightful. Aside 
from its garden-like aspect— a feature of the country 
which always eUcits the enthusiastic admiration of 
Americans — England, in this brief trip, displays to 
the traveler localities and scenes which have been 
the subjects of song and story, and affords him 
gUmpses of cities which are at once her pride 
and glory. He will pass through Manchester and 
Leeds, cities famous the world over for countless in- 
dustries and unceasing commercial activity. He will 
begin to understand, as he sees volumes of smoke 
roUing skyward from a thousand chimneys; as he 
listens to the whirring and buzzing of machinery 
ubiquitous and not to be numbered or catalogued; 
as he looks upon the wonderful procession of healthy, 
robust, well-fed, and comfortably-clad laborers going 
to or coming from the scenes of their daily toil, 
something of the sources of England's wealth and 
of England's greatness. 

After Leeds, and after an hour's whirl through 
a charming country, the train halts, the door of your 
compartment flies open, and »York!» shouted by the 
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nimble and military looking guard tells you that you 
are in one of the historic and, altogether, one of 
the most interesting towns in England. It is worth 
a journey from Liverpool to see York station, alone. 
Built entirely of iron and glass, with four immense 
spans, each 70 to 100 feet in width, a quarter of a 
mile in length, and covering, I should say, three to 
four times the ground occupied by the Central sta- 
tion in New York, it is an absolute marvel of light- 
ness and beauty. And, then, it is built upon a curve 
of the road so sharp that, standing at one end of 
the immense structure, you must choose a position 
at one side in order to see clearly through and 
beyond the end opposite you. Add to all this the 
very pretty painting of its splendid arches — light blue 
with shadings of brown — and you have a railway 
station that I have never seen surpassed, nay, 
not even equaled in any particular, in all my wan- 
derings. It is, and will continue to be, a »beauty 
and a joy» so long as time holds off his meddling 
and destructive finger. 

Once fairly and squarely set down in York you 
will not care to hurry on to Hull. You will stop a 
day or two in this quaint and ancient city, and, 
having swallowed and digested all that the Guide- 
books contain, and having recalled all that you have 
ever read anent the houses of York and Lancaster, 
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you will mount the old Roman wall which still en- 
circles the town, and, in imagination, travel away 
down through the centuries until authentic history 
is lost in fable. As you wander along, the very 
stones beneath your feet almost speaking to you, 
the Roman legions marching and countermarching 
before you, the gilded eagles seeming ready to scream 
and flap their wings as they sit perched aloft above 
spear and helmet, you will recall the fact, unless 
your historical education has been sadly neglected, 
that here Constantine the great was born and here 
Septimus Severus and Constantine Chlorus died. 
After you have completed the circuit of the city, 
every foot of which can be made upon the wall 
itself, you will descend to gaze upon and wonder 
at one of the most magnificent edifices of its kind 
in existence — the world-famous Minster of York. To 
recount its history, to describe its beauties, to tell 
you how my eyes ached and how my limbs refused 
to do their bidding when, upon the occasion of my 
last visit, by trick and device, I was enticed away 
from the enchanted — I may say, the hallowed— spot, 
would occupy space to the exclusion of your racy 
and, I dare say, more readable police reports and 
your last despatches touching the movements of King 
Kalakaua, Parnell, and the Boers. 
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A thousand and one things you will pass by with 
a glance, satisfied with the perusal of Murray's ro- 
mances, after you have reached your hotel, or are 
whirling along again upon the rail; and sometimes, 
perhaps, it is quite as well to do so, hurry or no 
hurry, for life is quite too short to »take in» all 
which the guide-books recommend or advise. But 
you will scarcely shake the dust of York town from 
your feet, especially if Her Majesty, the moon, be 
gracious enough to smile upon you at her full pen- 
ding your visit, without straying back after night-fall 
to look upon the ivy-covered ruins of St. Mary's 
Abbey, whose walls loom grim and ghostly in the 
very shadow of the glorious old Minster. I so much 
regret that Walter Scott ever sang about the proper 
time to see Melrose, for, otherwise, my advice as to 
St. Mary's or any other vine-clad, moss-covered, and 
generally battered and damaged old Abbey would 
be entirely original. As it is, any school boy who 
can be persuaded to read my letter will instantly 
recall the lines about Melrose, and charge me with 
cribbing the idea from Sir Walter. Thank heaven, 
to the best of my knowledge and belief, he never 
sang about St. Mary's and this, I sincerely and de- 
voutly hope is the first advice on record in regard 
to the time when the traveler should visit that parti- 
cular and picturesque ruin. If by any chance I am 
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mistaken, I can can only say with Sheridan in »The 
Critic », »A11 that can be said is, that two people 
happened to hit on thesame thought, and Shakspere» 
(Scott or any other scribbler) »made use of it first— 
that's alb. 

You may not see any ghosts flitting about among 
the tombs, although, I'll be bound, if ghosts do re- 
visit the scenes of their earthly pilgrimage — as a 
multitude of correspondents in the London Telegraph 
are daily laboring to convince us they do — this is 
the place, beyond all question, where one might ex- 
pect to meet them and see them valtzing about to 
the music of the chirping cricket and under the di- 
rection of the hooting and solemn owl. You will 
not care to speak above a whisper as you stand 
within the sacred precincts, the pale moonbeams 
streaming in upon you through broken arches, and 
deflected from tottering towers and crumbling walls. 
No, you will pray for silence there. You will re- 
member the dead beneath your feet who have been 
sleeping the sleep for ages; your imagination will 
re-people the place with the grand figures who have 
made its history glorious, and you will steal away 
with a sigh that the pomp and the ceremony, the 
proud and the titled, the high and the mighty of the 
Minster and St. Mary's, in their prime, have faded 
into mere picturesque objects of moonlight sight- 



Digitized 



by Google 



16 RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 

seeing and vague, shadowy imaginings of what may 
have been. 

But, to resume, as a long-winded, old-time Pres- 
byterian dominie would say after he has been poun- 
ding away for two hours and a half in an essay 
upon the quality of the caloric whose influence and 
effects some of us will doubtless experience in the 
future. 

As I am writing for a Chicago iVierospaper, I am 
reminded, just here, and must tell you, before we 
leave York, that I have recently been reading »The 
Golden Butterfly », by Rice and Besant. A capital 
book it is, by the way. One of the characters who 
figures in its bright and witty pages is an American 
— Gilead P. Beck. Beck had been, in his salad days, 
an editor, and a Chicago editor at that. He began 
his newspaper career as a reporter, and, in the very 
funny recital of his experiences, among other droll 
and characteristic things, he says: 

»The editor went on to tell me what I knew 
already, that they wanted live men on the paper, fel- 
lows who would do a murder or a prize-fight right 
up to the handle. Then he came to business ; offer- 
ed me a triple execution, just to show my style, 
and got up to introduce me to the other boys». 

It occurred to me, as I recalled the qualities 
which the Chicago editor wanted in his »fellow», 
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that in lingering so long in England I was, perhaps, 
not »doing» Gothenburg »up to the handle.* For I 
have given my promise to write about Gothenburg; 
I commenced to write about Gothenburg; my letter 
purports to come from Gothenburg, and it does come 
from Gothenburg. But I can readily imagine the 
fate of Gilead P. Beck, if, after getting a hint as to 
what was expected of him, and after having been 
given a triple execution, »just to show his style », 
he had gone off and written a learned essay on the 
quadrature of the circle, or handed in a graphic 
account of a square stand-up fight between an in- 
sulted female cat and a bullying, overbearing black 
and tan terrier in a dark alley. 

In journeying from York to Hull — an hour or 
thereabouts by rail — you will only care to pause at 
Beverly, to see the famous Minster there, second 
only to that of York. It has one most noticeable 
and never-to-be-forgotten internal feature, the magnif- 
icent Percy shrine. It is said to be, and I can 
readily believe every word of the statement, the 
finest piece of carving in all England. In it is em- 
balmed the memory of Hotspur's mother, and above 
it is emblazoned the coat of arms of the proud and 
haughty Percy family. There is little of present and 
living interest connected with the town of Beverly, 
outside the Cathedral, and, with the spires of Hull 
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almost in sight, you will be eager to hasten on and 
secure your place in the very comfortable and swift- 
going steamer which is to transport you across the 
North sea. 

If you don't tarry by the way, as I have tar- 
ried — and I should like to have stopped over a train 
or two at half a dozen other places— Doncaster, par 
exemple, where Iroquois recently did such wonder- 
ful things in capturing the St. Leger that the scream 
of the national bird was heard around the world — 
you can sit down in your comfortable hotel upon 
the classic banks of the Humber in six or eight 
hours after you have said adieu to the equally classic 
and infinitely more lively banks of the Mersey. Forty- 
eight hours after your embarkation at Hull, near the 
mouth of the Humber, and, wind and wave permitting, 
you are in the land of the midnight sun. 

Five separate times have I traversed the North 
Sea from London, and from Hull to Gothenburg, and 
I have never seen it half so rough as Lake Michigan, 
many a time, between Milwaukee and Grand Haven. 
The Danish coast shelters you twenty-four hours 
after you have lost sight of land, and then you glide 
into the Skagerack, the Cattegat, and finally into the 
Gota river, in each of which there is comparatively 
smooth water and pleasant sailing. 
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The harbor of Gothenburg is one of the best, 
although not one of the largest, in the world. Dark, 
frowning, verdureless rocks tower around it on every 
hand and whatever the wild waves may be saying 
outside, they do not permit the faintest whisper of 
their troubles and trials to reach the ear of the 
storm tossed mariner whom it has received in its 
kindly embrace. As a matter of fact, and, like Grad- 
grind, what we want is facts, Gothenburg is five 
miles distant from the sea itself, and Gustavus 
Adolphus, whatever you may think of him in Chi- 
cago, knew what he was about when he laid the 
foundation-stones of this now beautiful and prosper- 
ous city. I am, at- this very moment as I write, 
looking down upon his magnificent bronze statue in 
the principal square of the city, and I can almost 
catch the words from his lips — very reticent though 
he be at this present writing— » Hear! Hear?» 

Now that I have pointed out to you how easy 
and delightful is the way hither, in my next letter, 
after we have taken a glass of kummin, for auld 
lang syne's sake, you know, I will formally present 
you to Gothenburg and to its very cultivated and 
hospitable people. 
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II. 



GOING ASHORE — POLITE CUSTOMS OFFICERS — AN IMPO- 
SING STRUCTURE A GALA DAY — RECEPTION OF A 

PRINCE AND PRINCESS — A SWEDISH FOURTH OF 
JULY— A BEAUTIFUL SIGHT —VISIT FROM EMMA 
THURSBY, THE AMERICAN SONGSTRESS— HER HEARTY 
WELCOME. 



Gothenburg, Nov. 1881. 
I am very glad, indeed, that I landed you safely 
in Gothenburg before the Ides ^f November. Had 
you tarried a few weeks longer you would have 
suffered all the nauseating horrors of mal de mer, 
and I should have been compelled, in the interest 
of truth, to have written in quite a different strain 
concerning what has always been to me the very 
pleasant and very tranquil North Sea; for, soon after 
I had posted my letter to the Morning News, she 
tossed aside all her accustomed placidity of manner 
and worked herself up into such a fury that fishing 
smacks and fishermen by the hundreds went down 
in the tempest of her wrath. The gales which have 
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lashed her into such violent temper would, of course, 
have been laughed at by such monsters of the deep 
as the City of Rome and the Arizona, but these poor 
little minnows of the North Sea will never be heard 
of more. They were toppled over in the October 
blasts as the golden wheat on your broad prairies 
is toppled over when the whirlwind, with its leveling 
and devastating hand, hurls it low upon the black 
earth. 

And, then, the brave, hardy fellows, »unknelled 
and uncoffined», who have gone down with them! 
You will travel many a league before you fall in 
with a more daring or more plucky set of men than 
these same bronzed, leather-skinned skippers of the 
North Sea, tossing about in their fragile smacks night 
and day, frequently for months at a time, vexing the 
waters not only with their prows, t^iit also with their 
nets and trolls for the fins and scales which are to 
be bartered for shekels, and which latter, in their 
turn, are to be exchanged for bread and meat for 
the ragged and hungry bairns at home, and the poor 
watching, waiting wives, who may never see them 
more. 

People, I know, are not given to much shed- 
ding of tears over the loss of fishing smacks, and 
the sorrowing of simple, untutored fishermen. It 
would be vulgar, you know. But, remember, lofty 
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sir, and still loftier madame, that tears flow quite as 
freely and hearts break quite as hopelessly in the 
lowly cottage as in the gilded and pretentious palace. 
And remember, also, what is the precise fact, that 
when you are storm tossed and the howling waves 
are eager to fold you in their everlasting embrace, 
these same rough fishermen, for whom you have no 
tears, will brave death itself to lift you from the 
foaming waters, the while your lordly steamer speeds 
on her way, heedless of signals and utterly deaf to 
cries which drown the roar ^f the tempest. 

No, I have said too many sweet things about 
the North Sea, simply because it has always behaved 
so handsomely to me. Praise the bridge, etc., etc., 
is a musty apothegm and is all very well in its way; 
but if the bridge which has helped me safely over 
to the other side is to shiver into splinters, directly 
I have crossed, and dash every mother's son who 
follows in my wake to destruction and death and 
the »demnition bow-wows » generally, why, I say, 
hang the bridge! I would greatly prefer to swim 
the torrent which it spans, or perhaps, what is still 
better, charter a skiff. If it ever happens that I am 
tempted to sing paeans in behalf of a bridge thus 
deporting itself, it will be because, and simply and 
purely because, it has, by its collapse, furnished a 
timely resting place for sundry individuals whose 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 23 

existence, in my humble judgment, renders the globe 
altogether too populous. 

I am not certain, however, after all that has 
been said and done, that the North Sea has behaved 
any worse, upon the whole, than other seas and 
oceans during the exceptionally tempestuous weather 
of the last three or four weeks. The columns of 
the London newspapers, I observe, are filled with 
accounts of terrific storms, wherever upon the face 
of the earth navigable water is found, and the wrecks 
which they tell of are not the wrecks of fishing 
smacks altogether, but more frequently, alasl those 
of large, ocean-going steamers laden with many pre- 
cious lives and valuable cargoes. 

But we are safely ashore and in Gothenburg. 
Your first exclamation will doubtless be: » Surely, 
this is not a European townU The laces on the 
wharf, indeed, are not unlike those one sees in Chi- 
cago, and, besides, you hear the English language 
spoken all about you. The customs officer will lift 
his hat to you in the politest possible manner and 
in any language you please ask you what articles 
you have brought with you for which he should exact 
tribute for his royal master at Stockholm. He per- 
forms his duty faithfully and with a suaviter in 
modo so unaffected that you half regret that you 
have'nt' something among your luggage for which you 
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might and ought conscientiously to pay tribute to the 
Swedish exchequer. He will give you very little 
trouble if you are honest, as I know you are, going 
no further than to ask you if you have any dutiable 
goods, and then, chalking you off with the same 
polite lifting of the hat as wtien he first greeted you, 
measuring you all the while with his experienced 
eye, and rarely failing to measure you correctly. 
Your luggage attended to and delivered over to the care 
of a waiting porter — you will find no baggage- 
smashers among them -you look about you and find, 
quite to your surprise, that the ships and steamers 
lying in the harbor are nearly all painted green. 
Surely, this is odd enough to one accustomed all 
his life to vessels painted black. This is decidedly 
foreign, you say, and you don't like it. Nor do I. 
There is economy, I suppose, in some form or other 
in the use of green paint, but the green robs the 
craft of its massiveness and its majesty. They appear, 
in this light, gay color, unequal to the task of trans- 
porting the enormous freights which they carry in 
their bottoms, and the crowds of human beings who 
sail in them, particularly from this port, their eyes 
fixed hopefully and joyously on the land which lies 
in the direction of the setting sun. 

Within a stone's throw of the wharf where you 
bid adieu to the Hull steamer which has brought 
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you safely over, stands the very spacious, if not very 
imposing, palace of His Excellency., the genial and 
accomplished Governor of the district of Gothenburg. 
If it is not imposing, it is at least a memorable pile, 
and very dear to the Swedish heart, for within its 
walls that pugnacious, daring, and sometimes reckless 
monarch, Charles X, gave up the ghost very suddenly 
one fine day, many years ago, and with it all 
his carefully-planned and ambitious schemes of war 
and conquest. In it the reigning king and queen of 
Sweden and Norway always seek shelter when they 
condescend to honor Gothenburg with the royal pres- 
ence. There, also, Gustave, Crown Prince, and his 
German bride, Victoria, were very handsomely enter- 
tained a few weeks ago while en route from Deutsch- 
land to the capital at Stockholm. A magnificent 
spectacle it was, too— the reception of the royal pairl 
The Gothenburgers are very proud, and justly 
proud, of their beautiful city, and, when the occasion 
is worthy the outlay, unlimited kronor are forth- 
coming for purposes of entertainment and decoration. 
When it was officially announced that the Crown 
Prince Gustave and his bride were coming, the mili- 
tary and other government posts in all directions 
contributed countless flags and banners until I sin- 
cerely beUeve there was enough bunting afloat in 
Gothenburg on that very happy and very white day 
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in its history to cover, when spread out, every foot 
of ground upon which the city stands. And in the 
bright sunlight, or in any light, for that matter, how 
beautiful are the colors of Sweden and Norway 1 

In the broad canal which divides the Sodra 
Hamngatan, the club yachts were arranged in line 
•each with a multitude of flags flying from stern to 
mizzen, each crowded with »fair women and brave 
men», and, altogether, presenting as pretty a spec- 
tacle in their way as one could well wish to see. 
From every doorway, window, and housetop on this 
noble and Paris-like boulevard; from every church 
spire and look-out therein; from every crag and tow- 
ering height in and about the city, flags innumerable 
waved welcome to the modest, sweet-looking, and 
very much embarrassed German Princess who will, 
doubtless, some day be Queen of Sweden und Nor- 
way. Gothenburg was fairly beside itself on that day. 
Business was entirely suspended, and with the thous- 
ands upon thousands of flaxen-haired country bump- 
kins who thronged every street and avenue, every 
lane and alley of the town, it looked for all the 
world like an aggravated case of Fourth of July. 
Then, when the man-of-war, bearing its precious 
freight, came steaming slowly in among the gaily 
decorated shipping, the royal standard floating from 
the masthead, the crowd swayed and surged and 
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worked itself into a fever of excitement until it finally 
burst out in a wild cheer that drowned the noise 
of steam whistles, the music of the bands, and even 
the roar of the loud-mouthed, saluting cannon. 

And, there they stood at the gangway, surrounded 
by admirals, vice-admirals, commodores and a gener- 
al assortment of fuss, feathers and gold lace, suffic- 
ient in quantity to establish a first-class military 
and naval haberdashery, and, in quality, gorgeous 
as an autumnal sunset or the aurora borealis when 
it is doing its level best. He, the Crown Prince, 
touched his chapeau, d la militaire, in response to 
the shouting and hurrahing, and she, the pretty Victoria, 
swayed backward and forward in executing gracious 
and graceful acknowledgments, holding, the while, the 
arm of the Crown Prince with her left hand and a very 
pretty bouquet with her right. The Crown Princess, 
if the truth must be told, was not a little flustrated, and 
well she might be, for the deliberately planned 
Swedish stare is a thing that can only be endured 
with equanimity and without blushing by bronze 
statues and inanimate stone. 

His Royal Highness, strange to relate, replied 
in most excellent Swedish, and, I understood him to 
say in substance, and he did say, unless the villain 
who taught me the language has grossly deceived 
me, that he and the Princess were surprised, greatly 
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surprised — in fact, quite taken aback — by the 
magnificent demonstration; that he did not suppose 
for a moment that it was intended for him personally 
or for his bride personally, but for the cause and 
principles of which they were the humble represen- 
tatives; that he had been fearful that the majority of 
his countrymen were, particularly at this season of 
the year, enjoying their picnic on the other side of 
the Atlantic, and gathering their harvests and such 
other trifles in the way of grain, hay, corn, potatoes 
etc., etc., as the country afforded in Illinois, Wis- 
consin, lowa^ Minnesota, Missouri, Kansas and other 
states and territories too numerous to mention. How- 
ever, he was glad, he said, to be undeceived, and 
to observe that there still remained a sufficient num- 
ber not only to welcome him and Madame la Prin- 
cesse, but also to keep the emigrant agents very 
busy during the coming spring and summer. 

Loud cheers greeted this sentiment, and the vast 
throng, as one man, faced about and fixed their eyes 
upon the United States Consulate in the immediate 
vicinity, where the star-spangled banner was proudly 
floating in the breeze. An inebriated individual who 
stood near me wheeled suddenly around, and, I sup- 
pose, taking me for an American, caught me by the 
coat collar and shouted: y>Ndr gar Angbdten?» 
I referred him to an emigrant agent for the information 
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which he sought, whereupon he made a wild rush 
for the thickest part of the crowd, and, brandishing 
his arms right and left, cut as clean a path through 
it as ever did sickle through waving grain. 

And now, very seriously, and to tell you the 
exact truth, the day was delightful; the spectacle was 
a moving and beautiful one; the throng of loyal and 
patriotic Swedes was immense and perfectly quiet, 
patient, and orderly; the ship upon which the royal 
couple sailed into the port of Gothenburg was as 
pretty a craft as ever delighted the eye and the heart 
of a skipper, and the Prince and Princess bore 
themselves under the trying and embarrassing cir- 
cumstances so sensibly and so modestly that all hearts 
were won, and when they took their departure 
at nightfall, amid a glorious blaze of fire- works, bush- 
els of imaginary rice and dozens of imaginary old 
shoes and slippers were hurled after them, and the 
welkin fairly rung with cries of »God save Gustave 
and Victoria 1» 

It was the first time that I had ever seen a Swe- 
dish crowd and the first time that I had ever seen 
the Swedish peasantry out in force. As I looked 
about me and saw how clean they were, how well 
dressed, how simple in their manners and habits, 
how perfectly sober and orderly, how healthy and 
robust, I was not at all surprised that Swedes and 
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Norwegians, more than all other peoples, are so warmly 
welcomed in the border states and territories of Amer- 
ica, where the qualities which distinguish them are 
so much needed. You have doubtless traveled through 
the states of Wisconsin and Minnesota, where the 
well cultivated farms, the broad fields of golden grain, 
and the general air of thrift and prosperity, have told 
you that the Swede has there made his home, and, 
unlike his brother emigrant from the troublesome 
Emerald isle, whose sole ambition in life seems to be 
to found a gin-mill, is contributing to the country's 
wealth and greatness. Eight hundred of these honest, 
sturdy fellows sailed, with their wives and daughters, 
from this port on the steamer » Romeo » on Saturday 
last for Hull, thence to be sent across country by 
rail to Liverpool, and thence to be reshipped by va- 
rious steamship lines to the United States. They are 
all booked through from their homes, away up in the 
country, by the sharp and enterprising emigrant run- 
ners, to any and all parts of the United States, and 
they come to the seaport towns of Sweden and Nor- 
way, fully armed and equipped for the long journey 
which severs them, or by far the greater portion of 
them, from their childhood's home and associations 
for ever. The competition between the various steam- 
ship and railway lines has now become so fierce 
that these seekers after » fresh fields and pastures 
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new» are transported at rates surprisingly and ruin- 
ously low. 

But I have simply touched upon this subject of 
emigration en passant I shall have more and much 
more to say concerning it in a future letter, for it 
is a subject full of interest, and it has grown to such 
immense proportions that it is exciting the attention 
and the critical comment of the civilized world. 

Before the news grows stale and some unprin- 
cipled scribbler has written the whole thing up in 
advance of me, I must tell you that Thursby — Emma, 
the divine —has just been here and that she has — as. 
is her custom wherever she goes — captured the town. 
She came under the management of that irrepressible 
impressariOy Maurice Strakosch, and sang two nights, 
in concert. She had no one to assist her, in a mu- 
sical way, except M. Fischoff, a very clever and pro- 
mising young German pianist, with whom she alter- 
nated in the execution of the programme. The Ame- 
rican colony— there are only two of us— was, of 
course, full of pleasurable anticipation at the prospect 
of hearing again the charming little woman to whom 
we had listened many times in the »States», and 
whom we hope to see and listen to as many times 
more before the >'>Hic jaceU of either of us is writ- 
ten. A crowded house of the worthiest, best, and 
most critical of Gothenburg's populace greeted her oa 
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each occasion. She was received with a storm of 
applause, not only because her fame as an artist of 
the first water had preceded her, but, also, she had just 
come over from Christiania, in Norway, where the 
dear, good girl had generously given a concert in aid 
of the fund, now raising, for the erection of a grand 
monument to that grand artist — now, alas, ad astra 
— Ole Bull. The story of the good and graceful act 
had, of course, been told in the newspapers all over 
Sweden and NorWay, in both of which countries Ole 
Bull was worshipped, ft was also generally known 
here that, after her Christiania performance, the crowd 
lingered at the doors of the opera-house, and that, 
when she appeared, it bore her gently but trium- 
phantly to her carriage, and then unhitched the hor- 
ses attached thereto and dragged the vehicle to Miss 
Thursby's hotel. It was known also that the enthu- 
siastic throng would not go to their homes until she 
appeared on the balcony of the hotel and sang to 
them once again before the final »good night. » Gal- 
lant Gothenburg, therefore, met her with open arms, 
and right handsomely did she repay it for its cordial 
welcome. Whenever she appeared upon the stage 
the applause was simply deafening, and she was 
called and called and recalled to listen to a perfect 
roar of mingled «bravos», hand-clapping and cheer- 
ing. 
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She told me that she was delighted with the 
Swedes and Norwegians, and that she proposed to 
visit Sweden and Norway hereafter every summer. 
The king, who had the good fortune to hear her and 
to make her acquaintance at Stockholm, assured her 
in what, she tells me, was a very pleasant interview, 
between compliments which her native modesty for- 
bade her to repeat, that she would always be wel- 
come in any and all parts of his dominions. Miss 
Thursby went south from here, undecided as to wheth- 
er she would make a winter tour in southern Europe 
or return to the United States for a time. Wherever 
she may go, she may be sure that she will have a 
warm place in the hearts of the Swedes and Norwe- 
gians, and the announcement of her return will be 
hailed with undisguised pleasure. 

I had almost forgotten you, my fellow voyageur; 
I left you standing upon the wharf, looking at the 
old palace wherein Charles X. bade farewell to all 
his greatness. I promise to see in my next that you 
are safely conveyed to your apartment in the hotel 
Ghristiania and that breakfast is ordered. 
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III. 

GOTHENBURG —A BEAUTIFUL CITY, WITH URBAN CANALS, 
WELL-PAVED STREETS, AND FINE BUILDINGS — THE 
STYLE OF LIVING IN SWEDEN — »STORA TEATERN» 
— DU CHAILLU AND HIS LATEST BOOK. 



Gothenburg, Nov. 1881. 

I have left you on the quay a sufficient length 
of time to find you thoroughly -fatigued, upon my 
return, ravenously hungry, and, I fear, chilled to the 
marrow in this biting November blast. Well, to say 
the least, you will cherish a lively recollection of the 
Governor's palace, and Charles X. of Sweden will 
not occupy the least conspicuous place in your gal- 
lery of imaginary portraits. 

And, now, come with me. The distance is not 
great to the Hotel » Chris tiania», where, of course, 
you will stop, as it is the swell caravansary of the 
city, and first-class (as the landlord is particular to 
assure you in his bills) in every respect. Its rival, 
just over the way, is good, conveniently located, and 
also first-class; but, » taking one consideration with 
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another, » you will be better cared for and better 
pleased at the »Christiania.» 

And, so, ignoring the importunities of numerous 
proprietors of neat, clean-looking hansoms, we step 
briskly across the plaza adjoining the quay, turn 
sharply to the left, and find ourselves directly in the 
principal business street of the city — the »S6dra 
Hamngatan. » It is a beautiful street, you say at once, 
and you. are curious to know the name of the river — 
spanned at the further side of every square by very 
solid-looking and, at the same time, very handsome 
stone and iron bridges — which flows through the very 
center of it. Here you will first see one of the marked 
peculiarities of the streets of Gothenburg. What to 
a stranger seems to be a river is artificial, all of it, 
and is quite as broad and deep as a certain fragrant 
river I wot of in Chicago, that has been cursed 
by travelers from New Zealand to John O'Groat's. 
Massive stone walls on either side, crowned by heavy 
iron railings, imprison the waters, and there is jnst 
enough of current flowing between them out into the 
harbor to preserve sweet and pure the slowly-moving 
stream. As I have said, it courses through the very 
center of a street which, I feel very certain, actual 
measurement would show to be 250 feet wide, leaving 
on either side broad and well-paved passage-ways 
for vehicles of all sorts, ample sidewalks for pedes- 
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trians, and is, altogether, a veritable jewel in a setting 
of splendid stores and warehouses, that challenge 
admiration not less for the solidity conspicuous in 
their construction than for their uniformity of height 
and generally pleasing and handsome exteriors. 

Gothenburg is built upon the Dutch plan, the 
greater portion, inmediately adjoining the river and 
harbor, entirely upon piles, and wherever, within its 
limits, canals can be utilized, there canals may be 
found. As constructed here, a canal is a thing of 
beauty as well as a thing of marvelous practical 
utiUty. I am quite prepared to admit that the name 
» canal » is dreadfully to the discredit of these urban 
watercourses, and it is, moreover, no easy matter to 
be funny, and an utter impossibility to be poetical 
or romantic, over any stream or elongated body of 
water bearing this suggestive but plebeian cognomen. 
But these Gothenburg canals are not the canals of 
our boyhood. They are not the canals, nor do they 
resemble the canals, upon whose glassy surface we 
were wont to glide in chill winter, to the frequent 
and almost irreparable damage of sundry unmention- 
able portions of our anatomy, and whose waters in 
summer furnished a theme, in soaking garments, for 
paternal admonition that gradually but surely rose 
to the full dignity and importance of paternal hickory. 
They are not the canals upon whose verdant banks, 
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in our salad days, we first became skeptical as to the 
truth of the well-known proposition that »the horse 
is a noble animal », and where we witnessed the 
agonizing throes and listened to the ultimate sigh of 
the expiring mule. No; dead and decaying mules, 
galled and bleeding horses, cracked heads, and 
blistered backs must all be eliminated from the prop- 
er contemplation of these magnificent avenues of 
water that divide and beautify this pretty Swedish 
town. 

You will find, instead, wherever the greedy and 
enterprising contractor has kindly consented to leave 
behind him a bit of space, a smiling lawn, ingenious- 
ly-fashioned beds of fragrant flowers, shrubbery 
vocal with chirping sparrows, and tall trees that 
fling their shadows athwart the street and gaze, with 
all the vanity of the belle of the season, upon their 
reflected images in the depths below. Neither the 
useful, but by no means pre-possessing, mule, nor 
that noble animal, the horse, with the accompanying 
and inevitable small boy, are ever permitted to ex- 
hibit either the number of ribs that, in an anatom- 
ical sense, constitute the perfect animal, or the 
amount of ungrammatical profanity and wild, un- 
methodical cudgeling which are necessary to send 
them, or either of them, forward at a rate that 
would shame the snail into unwonted activity. The 
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primitive pole and a line sent ashore, in the hands 
and wound round the waists and shoulders of two 
or three muscular Scandinavians, do the ignoble work 
of moving the heavily-laden and water-soaked barges 
from point to point, either in receiving or dischar- 
ging their cargoes. Thus, there is no noise and there is 
no nastiness. Even the puffing and ambitious tug must 
not enter here. It must needs confine its attentions 
to craft in the river and harbor, and only by special 
gubernatorial permission can it ever sniff or befoul 
the aristocratic air of the chief commercial city of 
Sweden. 

As we move along the Sodra Hamngatan we 
soon come upon the newly-laid tramway, which car- 
ries you past the principal hotels and through some 
of the handsomest streets of the city, out into the 
delightful suburbs, where, in the soft summer nights, 
unlimited beer invites you to tarry, and games 
of all sorts, with music, »heavenly maid», lap 
you into forgetfulness of the horrors of the Yorktown 
Centennial celebration, and the harrowing details of 
the stupendous controversy that has been raging 
between the government of Her Imperial and gracious 
Majesty of Great Britain and India and those stub- 
born and hard-hitting fellows, the Boers. 

The porter having shown you to comfortable 
apartments in the »Christiania», we will descend to 
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breakfast. Small round tables in the »matsal», snowy 
linen, and shining silver, and general tout-ensemble 
remind you very forcibly of the coffee-rooms at Del- 
monico's, New-York, and those of other similar estab- 
lishments in the large cities of America. Once you 
enter a hotel or private residence in Scandinavia, 
you perceive at a glance that the style and way of 
living are Continental; and by that I mean, more 
particularly, that they are French in gross, and in 
detail, and after your experience in England, Scot- 
land, Ireland, and Wales, and their dependencies, 
you will exclaim laus Deo for this small favor; for, 
if there is any nation upon the face of the round 
world that talks more and knows less about this 
same all-important matter of eating, and of living 
generally for that matter, it is the nation that peo- 
ples the little islands just across the North Sea. That 
the beef-eaters are the champion drinkers of the 
world is, I think, a proposition which will not be 
disputed. Fog-enshrouded London needs no electric 
light to chase away the gloom that covers that 
capital as with a pall and renders existence within 
its limits, for at least ten months of the year, a mis- 
ery and a martyrdom. Let the corporation of Lon- 
don devise means for the utilization of the red noses 
and pink cheeks of the metropohs, and the brilliantly- 
illuminated avenues and boulevards of Paris will 
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grow pale and even yellow with envy, while Edison 
will abandon his experiments in electricity and seek 
the source of the light of the future in an English 
beer barrel. 

The tidy and polite waiter who presents the 
carte du Jour for your investigation speaks a little 
French, a little English, a little German, and unlim- 
ited Swedish. His eye is quick, and the moment a 
stranger opens his mouth, in whatever tongue he 
may make his wants known, he will name the coun- 
try whence the new-comer hails. He knows milord 
by his pronounced style of dressing, and by his 
horrible French; the Yankee by his insouciance, by 
his plain, incisive English, and, when he can speak 
it to the extent of holding a conversation in the 
language, by his carefully enunciated and generally 
correct French. And so of other nationalities, this 
unconscious critic has noted peculiarities, and, when 
questioned, will recount and describe them to you 
with a naivete that is refreshing. 

You have, in crossing the North Sea, become 
familiar with — if you have not learned to love— the 
» Smorgasbord ». That, I think, is an institution pe- 
culiar to this country. The »Sm6rg§,s» is an appe- 
tizer. In all hotels hereabouts, in the saloons of 
steamers, in cafes, in private residences, high and 
low, you will find more or less developed, more or 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 41 

less elaborate, the inevitable ^smorgSs*. There stands 
the table in a corner, or, at one side of the »salle 
a manger », and upon it, usually, are placed four 
decanters filled with as many liqueurs of Swedish 
fabrication, chief among which is »Kummin», that 
smells and tastes strongly of caraway seed, and which 
contains so large a percentage of alcohol that you 
would not find it necessary to have made a scien- 
tific analysis to be convinced that it is intoxicating. 
You are supposed to drink a sherry wine-glass of 
one of these liqueurs d'abor^d. Then, standing the 
while, you will give your attention to the eatables, 
which consist, for the most part, of sardines, salmon 
that will make your mouth water, anchovies, caviar, 
cold meats in slices, cheese (Swedish and English), 
perhaps a dish of radishes of the black and pungent 
sort, and bread as opaque as your hat and as hard 
as the everlasting rock. As I left my extra set in a 
portmanteau, which, I fear, has been hopelessly lost, 
I prefer to eschew this last altogether. And I would 
remark, en passantj and by way of conveying val- 
uable information to the members of an industrious 
and useful profession, that there is no opening for 
teeth in Sweden, unless they — the teeth — follow in 
the wake of a two-pound jack-knife. 

When I first attacked a » Smorgasbord* in the 
saloon of a steamer, blissfully innocent of Swedish 
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ways and customs, I supposed that the entire repast, 
breakfast, dinner, or supper, consisted of the »Smor- 
g&s» merely, and I launched out with such tremen- 
dous vigor, and to such an alarming extent, that it 
required the united efforts of the chief steward and 
his assistant to convince me that there was a here- 
after — in the shape of a good, square meal. I have 
since seen strangers, equally innocent and similarly 
deceived, move away from that same table, disappoint- 
ment and disgust written all over their faces, and 
» devilish thin dinner* hissed out at a vanishing and 
terrified waiter or steward. 

And now for the breakfast proper, which you 
will find quite as good in the matter of material, 
cooking, and serving, as at any of the first class ho- 
tels and restaurants in America. I say » America* 
advisedly; I say it on the heels of my extensive 
peregrinations, which, if they have conspired to fix 
one conviction in my mind more firmly than any 
other, it is this, that American hotels and restaurants 
are the best in the world and the Americans know 
better than any other people in the world how to 
live thoroughly and enjoyably. Your viands will be 
served by the card, and you have a great variety 
from which to choose. Knowing your tastes per- 
fectly, I have no doubt but that you will open — of 
course after a round or two of the pungent Kum- 
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min-~with »Ostron», to be followed by »Brackt Ox- 
stek med Agg och L6k», »Wienerschnitzeh, or, per- 
haps, »Lamkotlett, halstrad med Agg». You will find 
the »Strassburger Gaslefverpastej med Tryffeb a very 
excellent dish, to which you might judiciously add 
an » Omelette aux champignons, med Blomkal or 
Franska Arter». Should you fancy an entremet sucre 
after you breakfast, although such dishes are seldom 
called for at the matutinal repast, I would cordially 
recommend »Mannagrynskaka» or »Katrinplommon 
med Gradda». 

And, now, having finished your frugal meal, I 
will leave you in the cafe' to your cigar and the 
morning papers. You will find on the table all the 
city and Swedish journals of importance, Figaro, 
from Paris, and Telegraph, from London, the last 
two or three days old. While you are smoking, diges- 
ting the news, and enjoying George Augustus Sala's 
letter in the English newspaper— it will, of course, 
be the last pubhshed of a series of letters by that 
racy and witty writer bearing date here, there, aiid 
everywhere — I will step to the bureau of the hotel 
and telephone the management of the »Stora Tea- 
tern » for tickets for the representation to-night of 
that charming comedy, with which your readers are 
doubtless all more or less familiar, the »Trettondags- 
afton, eller Hvad ni vill». I desire to rise to a 
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question of the highest privilege just here, and to 
say that the man who can make » Twelfth Night, or 
What You Wilb, a play written many a year lang 
syne by one William Shakspere, out of the foregoing 
five Babylonic words, and will assure me in the same 
breath, with a »smile that is childlike and bland*, 
that the Swedish is an easy language to learn, is a 
man who would make misrepresentations to his 
mother-in-law and deceive a borrowing friend who 
came to inquire into the condition of his exchequer. 
The fact that the »Stora Teatern» people advertise 
it »Trettondagsafton» (thirteenth night, or thirteen 
days after), does not, in my judgment, help the mat- 
ter at all. 

I have seen, during the last few days, in the 
windows of the book-sellers, a large printed adverti- 
sing card with a picture of a reindeer whose branch- 
ing horns are long enough to shake the snow from 
the topmost boughs of the lofty pines, past which 
he is tearing at a ruinous rate, apparently hauling 
a sled behind him, though neither rein nor rope 
connect it with the flying brute, and a human being 
seated thereon whose face is partially hidden by a 
Dutch night-cap, and whose nakedness is concealed 
by what bears a striking resemblance to a steamer 
rug, with a generally frightened and woe-be-gone 
aspect that is born only of a peremptory invitation 
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to meet one's creditors, and, just below, in large 
capitals, »DuChaillu! Midnattssolens Land 1 ! » I look- 
ed at the placard again and again. I vainly sought 
to trace in the deep shadows of the Dutch night-cap 
the features of the very delightful and altogether 
charming little Frenchman with whom I had crossed 
the Atlantic on the steamer City of Berlin in Jan- 
uary last. I made vain attempts to identify the rug. 
I looked all about and all over the picture for the 
»Midnight Sun», and saw, instead, a very pale, very 
sickly, but very full, moon bathing in a distant and 
cheerless snow-bank. Absolutely rayless and cold, 
it was apparently floundering about and anxious to 
get away, but with one eye unchangeably fixed upon 
the scampering deer and the evidently frightened and 
vanishing Du Chaillu. I was not aware that the 
distinguished traveler and litterateur had committed 
any crima or perpetrated any outrage which might 
compel him to fly at the heels of a reindeer, in the 
depth of winter, scantily clad, or that he had incur- 
red the special and marked disapprobation of the 
mild mannered and inoffending moon 

What has John Murray, Esq., of London, and 
what have the Messrs. Harper, of New- York, to say 
in the premises? 

I remember well, and most pleasantly, this genial 
Frenchman, M. Paul B. Du Chaillu. Many were the 
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dark hours of that wintry Atlantic voyage made light 
and joyous by his unconquerable good nature and 
obliging disposition, and illumined by his intelligent 
conversation and quaintly-told reminiscences. 

But I desire hereby to give him timely warning 
— unless the reindeer meanwhile hurries him to the 
depths of some Norwegian pine forest, where the 
human voice and the newspaper cannot penetrate— 
that unless he sends me a copy of »The Land of 
the Midnight Sun», with his compliments, mind, as 
he promised me he would, I shall in a future 
letter retract all the sweet things which I have writ- 
ten of him, and say what I really think about the 
Gallic race in general, and this Gaul in particular. 
Or, better still, I will set some of the Paris she-scrib- 
blers upon him — they who do up the nastiness of 
journalistic correspondence in such rare and radiant 
style — »the prim adepts in Scandal's school, who 
rail by precept and detract by rule», and, then, nor 
flying reindeer, nor soaring balloon, nor winged wind, 
will avail to transport him beyond the reach of their 
poisoned pens and blistering tongues. 

I must tell you a little story of Du Chaillu be- 
fore I let him off. He does not fall in and become 
confidential with Thomas, Richard, and Henry upon 
the slightest provocation. In other words, he is, 
among strangers, reasonably reticent and commen- 
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dably distant. He waits for an introduction, wor hat 
is equivalent to one, before holding a prolonged con- 
versation with any unknown. If the surroundings 
and appearances are not altogether to his liking, he 
disdains either to talk at all or to talk in such man- 
ner that the conversation terminates with his first, 
last, and only utterance. As, parexemple: Du Chaillu 
was pacing the deck of the Beriin one morning, at 
an hour when most of the passengers were in the 
arms of Morpheus or actively engaged below, basin 
in hand, relieving the ship of superfluous freight. 
He was meditating as he walked, and quite abstrac- 
ted. A rough-looking individual, who was pacing 
the deck in the opposite direction, and who 
evidently desired to scrape an acquaintance, ventured 
timidly with: »A fine morning?* The roused and 
irascible Frenchman turned on him like a tiger with: 
>Who the devil cares if it is?» and immediately 
resumed his meditation and his walk. 
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TV. 



THE HOLIDAYS IN GOTHENBURG AND THE COMPLIMENTS 
OF THE SEASON EXTENDED TO THE READERS OF 
THE »NEWS». 



Gothenburg, Dec. 1881. 

>I rather would entreat thy company 
To see the wonders of the world abroad, 
Than, living dully sluggardized at home, 
Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. > 

I wish it to be distinctly understood that, in giving 
expression and circulation to the foregoing polite and 
poetically-worded invitation which, by the way, may 
be found among the melodious Unes of the »Two 
Gentlemen of Verona, » I do not desire the society 
or companionship of the young gentleman of the 
New York Herald »personal» column, who,» speaking 
several languages, admitted everywhere to the best 
society, wishes to meet a companion for a pleasure 
trip to Europe; references exchanged, » etc., etc., and 
he will please not to consider this an answer to his 
seductive advertisement. No; I was thinking, after 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN, 49 

my morning stroll and cursory inspection of the 
shop windows, which are very gorgeous and very 
beautiful with hohday trappings, of the merry season 
which is upon us, and which will be one of the 
memories, I fear, days before this scrawl will convey 
to you the most sincere and most cordial » Merry 
Christmas » and »Happy New Year» of »Four Aces.» *) 
I was thinking, I say, of the joyous season when 
friendships are born and enmities are buried, and 
when one's thoughts go out, over the land and the 
sea, to those whose lives, in ties of kinship or friend- 
ship, are bound up indissolubly with our own. And 
so the unselfish words of sweet Shakspere came 
trooping up fast upon the heels of the vainly-cherished 
thought, and you will pardon me for indulging and 
expressing the wish that a few— a very few— of those 
whose dear faces I seem to see in the clouds of 
white smoke which are roUing upward from my cigar, 
might drop in upon me with the cheery salutation of 
the season and the warm pressure of the hand which 
embalm the dying days of the year in one's memory 
forever. 

What can I say to you, dear News, and to your 
readers, and say it half so well as Thackeray has 
already said it in »The end of the Play?» 



•) The nom de plume over which these letters were 
written. 
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»My song, save this is little worth, 

I lay the weary pen aside, 
And wish you health, and love, and' mirth, 

As fits the solemn Christmas tide. 
As fits the holy Christmas birth. 

Be this, good friends, our carol still — 
Be peace on earth, be peace on earth. 

To men of gentle will. 
And so, lest I become sentimental, I will say at 
once: farewell old year! The statisticians to the contrary 
notwithstanding, you have been no better and no 
worse than your predecessors. You have brought us 
mortals much of misery and much of happiness, and 
after due deliberation, with a Schlqfen Sie wohl, 
and a tender sprinkling of the holly and the pine 
upon your newly-made grave, we hail, with three 
and a tiger, the bouncing, rosy-cheeked baby— 1882! 
I was about to say something about the king 
being dead and long live, etc., etc., but yielding to 
the solicitation of numerous esteemed and influential 
friends, I have concluded to keep that for 1883. The 
holidays are observed in Sweden and Norway very 
much as they are observed in America, in England, 
and in every civilized country where the birth, life, 
and death of Christ are recognized and accepted facts, 
and where the new year makes its entree on the 
first day of January, however that day and month in 
different lands may be styled. There are numerous 
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and frequent church services and festivals at Christmas 
tide; there are the friendly visits, the balls, the 
dinner-parties, and the re-union of families on New 
year's day, and the usual quantity of remorse, the 
usual number of aching heads, and broken or stag- 
gering resolutions the day after. 

Christmas day is a god-send to at least one class 
in the community — the faithful, hardworking, wretch- 
edly-paid servants who expect, and almost invari- 
ably receive, not a pittance, but a handsome, douceur, 
in grand cash, by way of apology for the financial 
ill-usage of a twelvemonth. A damsel from the 
Emerald Isle would turn up her nose, unless nature 
had anticipated her, in scorn at an offer of $i per 
month for her worthless services, and, yet, the best 
»help» in the world may be had here, over the range 
the wash-tub, in the parlor, the dining-room, and the 
nursery, for that and even for a less sum. And, 
then, these Swedish girls are so clean and so neat! 

I was just thinking, in a critical review and 
comparison of the pleasures of life, whether any 
successes attained in manhood — social, political or 
otherwise — fill the heart with such unselfish sat- 
isfaction as did the first pair of top boots, the first sled 
or the first wagon that burst upon our astonished vision 
in our race for the chimney corner on some blessed 
Christmas morning in our childhood years! Assu- 
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redly, / would not have exchanged my first top boots 
for a kingdom! 

But I sat down to tender you the compliments 
of the season merely ; that accomplished, I send you 
across the broad Ocean the hail of the Scandinavian 
wassailers — skoal! 
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DU CHAILLU'S LATEST BOOK AND »HARPER's MAGAZINE » 
— THE PLAY AT THE »STORA TEATERN» — A WHIRL 
BEHIND ICELAND PONIES — BEAUTIES OF GOTHEN- 
BURG'S SUBURDS. 

Gothenburg, Dec. 1881. 
Since despatching you my letter which bore the 
heavy burden of a »Merry Christmas » and a »Happy 
New Year» from Scandinavia, I have seen Monsieur 
Paul B. Du Chaillu's »Midnattssolen's Land» and the 
pictures. In a previous letter I endeavored to give 
you what I fear was a faint description of a placard 
displayed in the windows of the booksellers, which 
announced, and still announces, the publication here, 
in Swedish, of that work, and the anxiety of the 
marchands des livres to be well rid of it — of course 
in exchange for the necessary kronor, I expressed 
my wonder also that the illustrious inventor of the 
Gorilla, who, according to latest advices, was born 
both in Africa (see Harper^ s Magazine for Novem- 
ber) and somewhere in the vicinity of New Orleans 
(see Du Chaillu himself), was doing his level best to 
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escape, at the heels of a flying reindeer, from an 
imaginary something to an imaginary somewhere. I 
mentioned the fact also that a Ben Butler-like-looking 
moon was keeping one eye on him. Now that I 
have seen and read the book the placard is explained 
and the wonder ceases. Suffice it that, in my humble 
judgment, this last and most ambitious essay upon 
Scandinavia and the Scandinavians will occupy a 
conspicuous place in the front rank of the nursery 
classics. 

Speaking of Harpei^s Magazine, to what base 
uses may we come! The glory of that once excel- 
lent family magazine, if it has not wholly departed, 
is, beyond all question, sadly on the wane. In fifty- 
two pages of the number which, unhappily, hes upon 
my table, and which purports to be a London reprint, 
»Balm of Columbia, » »Liver aud stomach pads», 
»^sthetic fabrics, » and »Oil for delicate stomachs* 
pass in kaleidoscopic review — and the elaborate es- 
says setting forth their respective merits are bound 
up with the leaves of the periodical as one is ac- 
customed to paste pamphlets of all sorts; posters of 
agricultural shows, announcements of country horse 
races and obituary notices of one's enemies in a 
scrapbook that never sees the light except to furnish 
material for a post-mortem paragraph touching the 
merits of a defunct horse, or his jockey, or when a 
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cunning lawyer may, perchance, exhume it under 
and by virtue of a sub poena duces tecum. Some 
of these advertisements are long and some are short 
— not short in words nor in sentences, in any case 
— but short in stature and limited in girth, so that 
their tall and broad-backed neighbors and associates 
attitudinize as brow-beating knaves who will never 
permit the little fellows at their elbows to shout the 
names and merits of their reliefs and remedies into 
the ear of a suffering world. 

This dish is quite too utterly English, Messrs. 
Harper, to please the Yankee or the Swedish appe- 
tite, and, in your fearful anxiety to combine business 
with pleasure, in sandwiching pretty pages of poetry 
and romance between disgusting advertisements of 
quack medicines and nostrums generally, you will 
permit me to say that you remind me of a negociant 
en vins whose letter I transcribe and translate from 
a late number of the Paris Figaro: 

i> Monsieur: I have just learned of the happy 
accouchement of Madame B., and hasten to send you 
my sincere felicitations. In view of all that I have 
learned concermng the condition of her health, I 
should judge that she will need a very old and very 
rich wine, in procuring which I beg to offer my ser- 
vices. For 300 francs per hogshead you can obtain 
a very good article. Receive, etc. etc. X.» 
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We are delighted to receive your felicitations 
upon the happy accouchement, Messrs. Harper, but 
your wine — please excuse us. 

I had so much to say concerning Christmas, and 
New year, in my last that I omitted to thank you 
for your company at the »Stora Teatern,» and to 
express my delight that you were so greatly pleased 
at the performance of the »Trettondagsafton.» »The 
Swedes, on the boards, at least, are no slouches, » 
you say, »and they 'do' Shakspeare as well as I 
have ever seen or heard him 'done' in New York or 
London. » I believe you, my boy; and you will re- 
member that I bade you, when we set out, to bear 
in mind the fact that you were in the land of Jenny 
Lind, of Ole Bull, and of Christine Nilsson, and that 
if you expected to witness a Bowery performance of 
this matchless comedy, and to have a grand oppor- 
tunity to fire off your verbal sky-rockets, as the play 
progressed, you would, very soon after the curtain 
rose, assume the attitude of one who had something 
worth his while to critically watch, and who would 
leave the temple of Thespis at the close of the en- 
tertainment a perfectly satisfied and, in matters thea- 
trical, a much wiser man. Thank you again for 
your company, and permit me to felicitate you upon 
your good judgment. 

It is a curious fact that, in entertainments, both 
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private and public, in this far-away Northland, with 
the absolute passion for music which possesses the 
people generally, unless the performer (to quote Mr. 
Gilead P. Beck again) can »do the thing right up to 
the handle,* he or she will not do it all. The »cordi- 
ally invited » respectfully decline to be called out. 
The song must be sung in such manner that the 
features of the auditors will not be wrinkled with 
scowls over false notes and voices »jangled, harsh 
and out of tune.» The instrument, whether it be 
piano, violin, or jewsharp, must be exercised by cun- 
ning hands and fingers, and the wires and strings- 
must be made to utter the melody imprisoned within 
them in tones that catch the enraptured ear until 
the spell is broken in a tempest of enthusiastic bra- 
ves and wild hurrahs. Such is the keen artistic 
sense, so acute the critical faculty, that indifferent 
performers have not the hardihood, in the parlor or 
on the platform, to stand or sit and either pound a. 
piano or screech an aria, as I have frequently seen 
and heard amateurs and others in the »land of the 
free,» for hours at a time, until they were fairly 
choked off by an exasperated audience or by a still 
more exasperated host and hostess. 

In America, or in England, when Arabella re- 
turns to the shelter of the paternal roof to enjoy the 
delightful days of her periodical vacation, she must 
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needs display something of her wonderful powers of 
» fingering ;» she must split the ears of her sisters, 
her cousins, and her aunts, as well as the friends 
and neighbors generally, because, haply, her musical 
instructress, Mile. Dinkelspiel, has written to the li- 
quidator-general of school bills to say that, — »Well, 
«he never did hear such a voice; and as for the 
piano, she'd just Uke to hear Miss Arabella play along- 
side o' Liszt. » Oh, list! 

Eh bien; Sven has come round with the po- 
nies and phaeton, and the indispensable rumble which 
Sven always adorns when / handle the ribbons, 
whether the other member of the American colony 
honors me with her society, or I take a quiet whirl 
in the pretty suburbs alone. You shall go with me 
this morning, aud before we leave the hotel light 
this cigar which Dr. Lachlan Tyler — that excellent 
physician and prince cf good fellows — gave me the 
last time I visited Washington. You will get noth- 
ing like it here. 

Before you take your seat just look over these 
clean-limbed, chubby-necked, bang-tailed, crop-maned 
little roans which were sent down to me from Ice- 
land. Not more than five hands, I should say, but 
their little feet will make the most musical clatter 
on the pave or the frosty turnpike that you ever 
listened to, and they will bite and kick when you 
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pull them up, thinking they may be blown a bit, as 
if disgusted with you for your estimate of their stay- 
ing powers and determined to make it uncomfortable 
for you until you again give them the rein. 

»This square?» Ah, yes; this is »Gustave Adolph's 
Torg»— don't be frightened at the »Torg,» ladies — 
and one of the many beautiful plazas or squares of 
Gothenburg. The military commandant lives here in 
very swell style in yonder palace ^palace because 
the Swedish dictionary will not furnish him with a 
residence. The morning when I relieved you from 
your long sojourn on the quay, we passed this same 
»Torg,» but I saw »hunger» written in every linea- 
ment of your handsome face, and if there is anything 
in the world that I do dislike, it is to be forced to 
point out and dilate upon natural and artistic marvels 
to a companion the while his stomach is noisily and 
angrily growling for beefsteak and eggs. 

We are just in time, and will pull up for a 
moment. »Half-past 11 » says the deep-toned bell in 
the Cathedral tower, whose spire is lost in the scud- 
ding mist overhead. Half-past 11, and here they 
come. A brilHantly-uniformed file of officers — eyes 
to the front— a superb military band, the inspiring 
strains of whose burnished and flashing instruments 
awaken the echoes of the spacious square; the relief- 
guard just behind, their sabres clattering on the stone 
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pavement and their arms swinging with the regular- 
ity and precision of a pendulum; and yonder, just 
in front of the palace of the commandant, the old 
guard, drawn up in line, with arms at a » present, » 
and awaiting silently and stolidly the approach of 
their comrades, who are to keep watch and ward 
during the next twenty-four hours. This is the regular 
morning guard-mount, and it is this that attracts the 
crowd which you see in the plaza. The ceremony 
is as brief as it is musical, for in fifteen minutes the 
sentinels are told off and are away at a quickstep 
to the several posts, and the band leads the retreat 
in a rattling march to the barracks! A pretty sight 
is it not? J'aime le militaire. 

The massive building on the west side of the 
square is the »Exchange.» But I pulled up the ponies 
here not so much to let you hear the music and see 
the dashing soldier boys as to point out to you, 
should any pointing out be necessary, the colossal 
bronze statue standing there in the very center of 
the plaza. Though only thirty feet, or thereabouts, 
in height — granite pedestal and all — yet it will cause 
you to forget the Commandant's palace, the Cathedral 
(with cloud piercing spire) the exchange, the military, 
the music, and the pretty Swedish blondes whom you 
have been oghng, when you approach and read the 
name, cut deep in the foundation stone, »Gustavus 
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Adolphus.» From ray window, as I told you in a 
former letter, I look down upon this eidolon of the 
now silent, but once very potent, Scandinavian. Frora 
the very first years of his kingship to the fatal field 
of Liitzen, his is a history to stir one's blood — a his- 
tory which will be read instructively and admiringly 
— when Gothenburg, whose foundation stones he laid, 
and when Chicago, which was unmolded clay and 
unquarried marble, hundreds of years after the clods 
rattled upon his coffin, are relegated to their origi- 
nal elements. The artist, Fogelberg, has done good 
work here. He has chosen the attractive and pict- 
uresque dress of the cavalier in which to present to 
Scandinavia one of the greatest of her sons. The 
details are perfect, the proportions just, but the two 
features which strike you most, after all, when you 
look upon this giant man of bronze, are the proud 
and authoritative attitude and the remarkably hand- 
some and forceful face, which, though shadowed by 
a broad-brimmed hat and a wide and waving plume, 
yet has legibly written in its every line the history 
of a brilliant and wonderful career. 

But the ponies are restless, for the air is crisp, 
and they have seen Gustavus Adolphus a hundred 
times, and, besides, they have not the slightest symp- 
athy with, or charity, for you, because of your late 
knocking about in the fogs of London and among 
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the shams— most enticing and never-to-be-forgotten 
» shams, » by the way — of Paris, when you might have 
passed the time so pleasantly and so sensibly here 
in Gothenburg. 

Montez, sUl vous plait Bien! We are off 
agaifi, and the music of the small, well-shaped, ring- 
ing feet of these httle cobs from Iceland is just de- 
licious this bright, frosty, lovely morning. The stately 
houses, the superb bridges, the magnificent squares 
and parks come and go, and vanish altogether before 
you have finished your cigar and find yourself bowl- 
ing along on the banks of the Gotha river, and, if 
you were here in the season, in the cool, refreshing 
shade af miles of lindens, with meadows and orchards 
all fragrant and laughing around you, and pretty, 
blonde peasant girls on the road courtesying and 
smiling a welcome such as Angelina never vouchsa- 
fed you when, you rascal, you made her seemingly 
sweet but awfully delusive promises at the garden 
gate and in the soft light of the harvest moon. 

We are approaching now a locality where persi- 
flage must be abandoned, and where levity, to say 
the least, would be extremely indecorous. The clean, 
white marble shafts that tower above the formidable 
walls, and that gleam very ghost-like through the leaf- 
less branches, tell that »after life's fitful fever » 
here sleep, if not well at least very soundly, they who 
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dashed through the streets and avenues of Gothen- 
burg, yesterday, as gaily and as joyously as have 
we this blessed December morning. Yes, we are 
passing the city of the dead, where the mortal re- 
mains of generation after generation of men and women 
are now crumbling into dust — men and women who, 
in their own time and way, have contributed to the 
interest, the wealth, and the beauty of the city which,, 
in their lives, they loved, and which, in their death,, 
many have remembered, to the great gratification 
and pleasure of the pilgrim who, after enjoying the 
fruits of their munificence, is glad to steal away from 
the noisy street and the busy mart, and here, in 
solitude and silence, breathe a sincere prayer for the- 
repose of their souls. 

There are few, perhaps there is no city in the 
world, of the same dimensions, which has been so 
greatly benefited by mortuary bequests as has Goth- 
enburg. It would be idle to mention either the num- 
ber or the names of its benefactors, for they are le- 
gion, and both would be forgotten in a shorter space 
of time than it would occupy me to write them. 
Public buildings, public drives and promenades, su- 
perb conservatories, and wisely-conceived and splen- 
did bequests to the industrious poor attest the deep 
interest and the pride, only extinguishable in death 
which nerve to gracious acts and good deeds him. 
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who has here amassed a fortune and would, dying, 
leave a name. 

I have checked our nervous and flying Uttle Ice- 
landers not only to tell you these pleasant and com- 
mendable things about the Gothenburgers but also 
to direct your attention to the admonition, deeply 
cut in the granite arch which spans the principal 
gateway— »Think of Death !» Volumes, perhaps not 
of the pleasantest sort, might be written with these 
three words as a text. Whether the legend be of 
benefit to you and to me in our lives and in our 
deaths or, as illustrating the character of the people 
whose guests we are, and who will one day sleep 
in the shadow of these ancient lindens and this shel- 
tering shrubbery, it is nevertheless, as you must ad- 
rait, of very grave import, and sleeping or waking, 
is worthy of more than a passing thought. 

It is well, at all events, that you should have 
time to ponder upon it, and so, after a dash of a 
mile or so up the river, I will turn the heads of our 
ambitious and diminutive steeds homeward, pledging 
myself that, after the lessons of the morning have 
had their due weight and effect, I will invite you 
again to a whirl on the road and then we will com- 
plete the circuit of the city. 
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VI. 

A SKETCH OF THE GREAT WATERWAY THAT JOINS THE 
BALTIC TO THE SEA — A PLEASANT JOURNEY THROUGH 

THE MOST ATTRACTIVE SCENERY SPECIMEN 

TRAVELERS SUMMER IN SWEDEN. 

Gothenburg, Aug. 1882. 
Moons have waxed and moons have waned since 
the last scrawl of »Four Aces» waylaid the enlight- 
ened readers of the brightest and best newspaper in 
Chicago and challenged their attention. Thousands 
of miles over stormy seas; innumerable leagues through 
God-forsaken countries; countless cities and capitals 
have been compassed, endured, and have lapsed into 
memories since I said »bon voyage^ to the diminu- 
tive package which, for the trifling consideration of 
a kronor or two, the very obliging postmaster of this 
ancient burgh promised to deliver safe and sound at 
its destination in the marvelous city of the lake and 
the plain. I have not forgotten our ride behind the 
Iceland ponies, nor your delight and astonishment at 
first seeing some of the beauties of the environs of 
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this very pretty Scandinavian city. At the time, how- 
ever, you will remember, the trees were bare and 
shivering in the chill blasts which blew in upon us 
from the angry and complaining waters of the North 
sea; the meadows lay brown and sere after the 
lingering and too-affectionate embrace of the cling- 
ing and fatal frost, and the wreck and ruin of the 
vanishing winter strewed hill and dale, mountain and 
valley, so that a resurrection in green leaf and fra- 
gant flower seemed one of the things afar of — per- 
haps never, never to recur again. Mais, nous avons 
change tout cela. In this far away northern clime, 
with its brief and fleeting season of summer, nature 
leaps into complete and glorious life after a very few 
days of warm, spring sunshine and shower, and the 
meadows are carpeted with green, the flowers laugh 
by the way side, and the forests don their summer 
robes while you are awaiting the arrival of the next 
mail from the United States to decide a wager of 
dollars to doughnuts that the last congressional de- 
bate would develop a larger number of consummate 
jackasses than the previous one. And thus hath it 
transpired in this present year of grace; and never 
since the year 1835, an exceptionally prolific year in 
the matter of vegetation as well as of crops of all 
sorts, has Scandinavia so gloriously blossomed, so 
generously, nay, so magnificently, returned to the 
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toiling husbandman flower, fruit, and grain to please 
his fancy, satisfy his appetite, and fill his granaries. 
As a matter of course, your stay was so brief that 
you missed all these spring and summer glories, and 
I mention them only en passant, and to assure you 
that, if you thought Gothenburg beautiful in its shroud, 
you would be madly enamored at seeing it now, 
with the full lip and ruddy cheek, and with the spark- 
ling eye and throbbing pulse of midsummer life. 

Well, the Englishman is here in force, if I may 
be permitted to indulge in what seems very like an 
hibernicism. Indeed, he is here in force as regularly 
as the summer sun shines. He comes principally on 
the Hull steamer, which makes its appearance in the 
port of Gothenburg on every Monday morning just 
as the god of day is peering over the rock-ribbed 
and ancient hills which shelter us from the biting 
blasts of winter. You know him without a descrip- 
tion. He invariably appears in the completes! poss- 
ible traveling rig." The color of his coat is usually 
a butternut or a gray, and cut so short, withal, that 
budding maidens turn blushingly aside when the back 
part of his head is more conspicuous than his nose ; 
his trousers cling so tightly to his muscular legs that 
the nimble and industrious flea seeks in vain to pe- 
netrate to the rich pastures wherein it has been his 
wont to feed and fatten; a stiff'ly-starched (more 
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often paper) collar covering and hiding a loud-smel- 
ling, dingy looking flannel shirt; a diminutive, round- 
topped hat, two or three sizes too small for his 
bumptious head; white canvass shoes; a portmanteau 
and rug in hand; a field-glass or, at least, the sem- 
blance of one, slung over his shoulder; innumerable 
walking sticks, fishing rods, and guns, with a dog or 
two thrown in— this is John Bull as he appears in 
Scandinavia in the soft, seductive months of July and 
August. Add to all this, that when he is pleased to 
open his mouth, which he does on the slightest pro- 
vocation, he indulges in an accent known neither of 
gods or men, and you have an animal that rivals 
the long since deceased »What Is It? of Barnum and 
that challenges the learned investigation of the dis- 
ciples of the late Mr. Darwin. He has lived labori- 
ous days in a laudable effort to master the Swedish 
language, and he fondly imagines that the has ac- 
complished his fiendish purpose. Directly he arrives 
at the hotel which Murray has recommended as 
» strictly firstclass,» he tries it on the porter in his 
lordly demand for the best that the house affords; 
but that official, learned in all modern languages, 
fails to comprehend him. He then airs his French, 
but who in the wide world ever understood the French 
of an Englishman? It all ends in pantomime and a 
very practical reduction of Lord John Bull to his 
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proper status— an over-inflated bag of wind, hope- 
lessly and fatally punctured, crushed, sat upon, laugh- 
ed at, despised. When Lord John is not a commer- 
cial bummer you may, as a rule, set him down as 
a person of very moderate means, indeed, who has 
never before — that is, hardly ever— wandered beyond 
the precincts made musical by Bow Bells; who has 
never, notwithstanding his vast and unique supply 
of guns and fishing-rods, pulled a trigger or cast a 
fly in his life, and who, when he returns to his shop, 
will know less about the country through which he 
has » traveled » than he did when he was patiently 
conning his Baedeker or his Murray by the dim, 
religious light of a tallow dip, amid the smoke and 
fog of his ever-beloved London. He will see and 
hear just enough to muddle still more what, in en- 
thusiastic moments, he is peeased to style his »brains,» 
and the only benefit that he will derive from the 
jaunt will be a certain but by no means always per- 
ceptible diminution of his unparalleled quantity of 
self-conceit. 

The most interested and the most intelligent tra- 
veler in this part of the world is the wide-awake, 
cultivated American, who generally comes fortified 
with a fair knowledge of the history of the country, 
and who, therefore, reads understandingly the guide- 
book which he carries in his hand. His fishing tackle 
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and his guns he has left at home, and his dogs never 
howl in the streets or the wilds of Scandinavia. His 
personal get-up is a matter of secondary consideration 
with him, and when he has returned to his native 
hearth you will find it worth your while to listen to 
his conversation and to inspect the quaint odds and 
ends which he has picked up here and there, at a 
trifling cost, and shipped home in advance, perhaps, 
as souvenirs of travel and reminders of pleasant 
hours passed in a land which he may never see 
again, but the recollection of which will be a joy 
forever. In a recent conversation with Mr. Edward 
Dickson,* a distinguished citizen of Gothenburg, I 
made substantially the same statement in regard to 
travelers and traveling and he confirmed all that I 
have said, and few men, I am bound to say, have 
traveled more extensively and observed more keenly 
than he. To him I am indebted for an introduction 
to the best people in Gothenburg and for much 
valuable advice as to the best time and the best 
manner in which to see and study historic Scandi- 
navia. 

Soon after our last ride behind the Iceland po- 
nies and, of course, after your departure from Goth- 
enburg, I determined to run up to Stockholm and to 

• Tliis good man, faithful friend and exemplary citizen 
has since gone to his rest. 
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make the journey via the famous Gotha canal. This 
is quite the proper thing to do, you know, in the 
summer months. The ice embargo, after the first 
days of October, or thereabouts, prevents the tourist 
from indulging in that pleasant little pastime. While 
but twelve hours are required to make the journey 
from this city to the capital by rail, two days and 
a half — every minute of them— are consumed in com- 
passing the distance, 375 English miles, by the canal. 
Don't, for the love of Heaven, imagine because it is 
called a canal that this grand water-course resembles 
for an instant or a foot of its length, in any respect, 
the canawls in America, whose banks are fragant 
in summer with the odor of dead and decaying mu- 
les, and where the stately craft, which float like 
turtles upon their bosoms, complete their two or three 
knots in four and twenty hours. Nothing of the sort. 
Steamers, elegant and commodious as the most 
fastidis traveler can possibly desire, cleave the wa- 
ters of this aristocratic thoroughfare. It is the grand 
highway between the Baltic and the sea at Gothen- 
burg, and you must travel away back into the twi- 
light of the fifteenth century, to the period of the 
reign of that pugnacious, monarch, Charles IX, if you 
would seek its origin and learn the history of this 
vast undertaking from its inception. To that hard- 
hitting son of the great Gustavus Vasa and to his 
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accomplished engineers must be awarded the credit 
and the undying honor of the conception of the idea, 
and it was under his reign that the first pick was 
driven into the virgin soil and the first powder blast 
shattered into fragments the astonished and, until 
then, unyielding rock. But, at this period of the 
world's history, and in this particular part of the 
world, the arts of peace were neglected or forgotten, 
and war, unrelenting and devastating war, was the 
grand, the absorbing business of life. The inspiring 
notes of the warrior's bugle, rather than the ring of 
the mechanic's hammer, stirred the souls of men and 
nerved them to the accomplishment of the prodigious 
feats of arms which have been so minutely and elo- 
quently portrayed in countless volumes of Scandi- 
navian history. And, thus, it came to pass that the 
spade and the pick were employed to dig trenches, 
while canals were left to languish; powder exploded 
in thunder or the field of battle while granite-ribbed 
hills slept on, and the white wings which in the 
succeeding centuries have wafted homeward the un- 
told riches of the isles of the sea, were stained with 
the blood of a brave, though savage and brutal sol- 
diery, which they had borne to scenes of slaughter 
and of death. 

Such being the taste and such being the grand 
diversion, or occupation, as you please, of the men 
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of this pristine period, but very few leagues of the 
Gotha canal had been completed when Charles IX 
yielded to the great Conqueror of conquerors and was 
regretfully laid away to sleep the sleep with his fa- 
thers, and it was left to his crowned successors, 
more particular to the daring, gallant, but unfortu- 
nate Charles XII, under the inspiration of the famous 
Swedenborg, to undertake and attempt to complete 
the gigantic undertaking. And, so, in the year 1832^ 
in the reign of Carl XIV Johan, with much pomp 
and circumstance, accompanied by the pardonable ex- 
plosion of many tons of powder, the canal was pro- 
nounced open to the commerce and the traffic of the 
world. 

Such, in brief, is the history of this great enter- 
prise. But fifty miles of it are canal proper, cut 
through the solid rock, through hill and forest, with 
frequent locks, enabling vessels to rise or fall hun- 
dreds of feet in the course of a mile or two, and 
for fifty miles or more of it you course along the 
picturesque coast of the Baltic. For the rest of the 
distance, say 270 miles, the sail is through enchan- 
ting lake and river scenery, such as one sees in 
Lake George, in northern New York, and along the 
Hudson between the metropolis and Albany. Sailing^ 
vessels, as well as steamers, make their way its whole 
length, their masters and owners taking care, howe- 
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ver, that no craft, whether propelled by steam or sail, 
shall exceed 119 fet in length. Five or six propellers 
leave Gothenburg and Stockholm every week, carry- 
ing large numbers of passengers and vast amounts 
of freight of every description. Your two and a half 
days' journey through the canal will cost you but 
about $6 for fare and about as much more for what 
you eat and drink, unless you eat like a horse and 
drink champagne cocktails every fifteen minutes in 
the day. Let me say to the pretty girls of America 
that the opportunities for flirtation in the course of 
this unique trip are unlimited and unparalleled. If 
Arabella understands her business she will never, of 
course, be stupid enough to remain on the steamer 
while it is slowly making its way through a series 
-of eight or ten locks. Rather will she seize Harry 
by the arm and, leaping from the vessel's deck out 
upon the mossy bank, conduct him through shady 
groves, by murmuring streams and musical waterfalls, 
now filling his ear with judiciously-selected lines Ten- 
nysonian, and now startling the naiads and dryads 
by an enthusiastic repetition of the sublime numbers 
of Milton, or, better still, the passion-freighted and 
ravishing rhymes of the bard of Avon. If he has a 
soul — and who has not? — this treatment, accompanied 
by appropriate ogling, a tear or two, and unwonted 
pressure of Harry's arm will surely fetch him. The 
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most obstinate cases of silence on this subject which 
so intimately concerns all, as yet, untrammeled mai- 
dens, the most aggravated instances of hesitancy to 
come to the point have been known to yield after 
thus sentimentally and intellectually skylarking in the 
neighborhood of forty or fifty Swedish locks while 
waiting for your boat to be helped through. 

Many travelers take the steamer at Gothenburg 
and go no farther up the canal than the falls of 
Trollhattan. A few miles beyond this wild and ro- 
mantic locality the traveler, if he designs to go to 
Stockholm, may do so by rail, and thus break and 
shorten the journey, which I am bound to say is a 
commendable thing to do, for, notwithstanding the 
novelty of the canal route, notwithstanding the great 
beauty and variety of the scenery through which the 
steamer will transport you, it is nevertheless tedious 
to a degree, unless, perchance, a little flirtation, such 
as I have indicated, happens by the way to relieve 
the monotony. In that case I readily imagine myself 
sighing for 375 miles more of canal. There are 
nine locks at Trollhattan, and this portion of the 
aquatic thoroughfare is by far the most picturesque 
and interesting of the entire route. You are gently 
liften up or quite as gently let down a distance of 
112 feet, and you will have two hours at your dis- 
posal while the process is going on. If you improve 
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them properly, and see with appreciative eye the 
grand pictures which nature here holds up before you 
and bids you admire, take my word for it they are 
two hours which you will never regret, and which 
you are sure to wish repeated again and again. The 
falls of TroUhattan have nothing whatever to do with 
the canal. They are found in the rushing river, 
which seethes and roars over its rocky bed, and 
finally empties into the stream below to find its more 
quiet way to mingle with the waters of the North 
sea. There are seven falls here with scarcely a half 
mile intervening between the first and the last, the 
water flowing parallel with and but a short distance 
from the canal itself. If the traveler expects to find 
a Niagara in TroUhattan, he will be sadly disappo- 
inted. The highest cataract among them is but forty- 
four feet, but then the magnificent scenery which 
serves as a frame to the picture, the rush and roar 
and tumble of the waters, the sense of irresistible 
power which fills one as he watches the whirling, 
foaming, thundering mass, all* conspire to leave an 
impression which cannot be shaken even in a life- 
time. All along the line of this watery way to Stock- 
holm are places of historic interest. Now it is the 
spot where one of the great kings of Scandinavia 
first saw the light, or where the glory of the world 
faded from his dying eyes. Now it is a ruined castle 
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perched upon some rocky height, and telling us, as 
we pass, its stirring and romantic story. Anon we 
glide trough some historic field where the dust of 
the Goth and the Vandal, the Swede and the Dane, 
have mingled together in one indistinguishable mass 
for hundreds of years since the horrible music of 
their resounding arms startled the wilds of this far- 
away northland. And then on and on we go until, 
far away in the distance, in the golden light of the 
setting sun, glitter the towers and spires of that most 
beautiful of all capitals — Stockholm! 
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vn. 

GRIPSHOLM, ITS GLOOMY CHAMBERS AND PORTRAIT GAL> 
LERY OF 1,800 CELEBRITIES— THE PRISON AND 
THE BIRTHPLACE OF KINGS ITS FOREBODING HISTO- 
RY — A brother's rage. 

Gothenburg, Aug. 1882. 
As I reminded you in my last letter, the water- 
way between Gothenburg and Stockholm consists for 
the most part of river and lake, and but a compara- 
lively small portion of the route is canal proper. 
As we approach Stockholm, and just after leaving 
the fashionable bathing resort hard by the old town 
of Sodertelge, we steam out into the w^aters of the 
incomparably beautiful Lake Malar. Then we have 
twenty-five miles of clear sailing, without lock or 
other obstacle to retard us on our way to the charm- 
ing and never-to-be-forgotten capital of Sweden. Lake 
Malar is seventy-five miles long, and varies in width 
from a half to two or three miles. It empties into 
the Baltic at Stockholm, and is a veritable archipe- 
lago from one end to the other. Its shores rise high 
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on either side, with variations of lovely dale and valley^ 
and all are clothed with lofty fir and pine, the growth 
of centuries. The breezes which sweep over them 
are charged with the most delicious odors, and, as 
the steamer plows her way among countless islands 
and through narrows where the deep shadows from 
either shore meet and kiss beneath her keel, the 
conundrum as to w^hether life is worth the living is, 
for the nonce, answered, and the veriest hypochon- 
driac that ever lived would turn his eyes heavenw^ard 
and thank his Maker for being permitted to enjoy a 
scene like this. All along the shores of this beautiful 
sheet of water, on either side, peering out from a 
wilderness of perpetual greenery, may be seen the 
picturesque villas and chateaux of the titled and 
untitled nabobs of Stockholm and neighboring cities. 
Pretty bathing-houses creeping timidly out into the 
water, and small steam and sailing yachts lying asleep 
at their moorings, tell the story of unlimited shekels 
behind and above them, and produce the capacity 
and the desire to enjoy what ever beautifies and 
sweetens this too, too prosaic and humdrum life of 
ours. 

I disembarked at Sodertelge for the purpose of 
visiting the royal and majestic castle of Gripsholm, 
which stands within a stone's throw of the ancient 
town of Mariefred, some ten or fifteen miles farther 
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up the Malar. With little difficulty I chartered a 
small steamer for a trifling sum, and after an hour 
and a half, or thereabouts, of delightful sailing under 
the brightest of skies and among fir clad islands which 
seemed to fairly float upon the water, we suddenly 
rounded a point and, a mile away, at the end of a 
wide firth or lagoon, I saw, just as the sun was lea- 
ving the impress of his parting kiss upon its lofty 
spires and domes, the massive and towering walls 
of the ancient castle of Gripsholm. At its right, and 
in close proximity, lay Mariefred, the evening shadows 
falling softly upon it, and serving by its low and 
insignificant tenements to render still more grand, 
still more lofty and imposing, its aristocratic and 
historic neighbor. I dropped my Ba)deker; I ceased 
to air my knowledge of Swedish language and history 
upon the ever-obliging skipper whose ready tongue had 
answered a volley of troublesome questions and whose 
steady hand guided the helm. I sat silent and gazed, 
permitting my imagination to roam down the centuries 
and to conjure up the grand figures and the still 
grander deeds which have made the place and its 
surroundings immortal. 

Eight o'chlock in the evening, in almost any other 
part of the world, would be a late hour, indeed, to 
go sight-seeing, particularly when that sight-seeing 
must be done within walls, pierced for windows at 
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vere wide intervals, and where dark tapestries and 
sombre ceilings heighten the natural gloom. But here 
where the summer nights are so brief, where, in the 
months of July and August, one may see well enough 
to read his newspaper at 3 o'clock in the morning, 
and until 10 o'clock at night, and, now, when there 
was so much that I yearned to see, I felt that I 
could not shut myself up in the cosy little inn of 
Mariefred and close my eyes to peaceful sumbers 
without knocking at the doors of the castle and glan- 
cing at its untenanted chambers. Yes, I thought, 
alone as I am, in two hours I can see much and, 
on the morrow, at my leisure, I shall the better be 
able to study and enjoy whatever there is of interest, 
and, besides, I shall sleep all the more soundly for 
the added fatigue, and so, having ordered a hot sup- 
per, with a bottle of haut sauterne to wash it down, 
to be in readiness for me upon my return, I saun- 
tered out in the direction of Gripsholm. At a small 
lodge, just outside the walls, I encountered a vene- 
rable specimen of humanity, clad in modest livery, 
almost toothless and bowed with years, who evidently 
divined my mission, for he approached, key in hand, 
and, after a polite lifting of the hat, proceeded at 
once to apply it to the rusty lock of the massive 
and tightly closed gates. 

I expected to find something of a ruin because 

6 
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I remembered that Bo Jonsson Grip, the then Croesus 
of the North, founded the castle in 1316. Although 
it had been subsequently vastly improved and altered 
— in 1537 by Gustavus Vasa and still later hy Gus- 
tavus III — still I was not prepared to see its walls 
entirely unmarred by the frost and storms of centu- 
ries, and to find a structure which to all appearance 
had not stood more than ten years at the longest. 
The material of which it is constructed is large, pale 
red, fire brick, and they do not detract one iota from 
its massiveness or its majesty. It seems good for a 
thousand years to come, unless fire shall consume it 
or the earth open to receive it. It would turn up 
its venerable nose at one of your Iowa cyclones. It 
is never occupied by the present royal family and 
has been, I think, without a tenant since the time 
of Gustavus IV, who signed his abdication within its 
walls. Like all the royal castles and palaces in 
Sweden, with their grounds and surroundings, it is 
kept in the most perfect order. The graveled walks, 
the lawns closely clipped, the flower beds carefully 
weeded and the plants as carefully trained, the trees 
and shrubbery trimmed by the hand of an artist, all 
evince thorough and constant watchfulness and care. 
Upon entering the large court the first object 
which arrests the travelers' attention are two enor- 
mous bronze cannon, unpoetically styled »the hog» 
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and »the sow.» They were captured, centuries ago, 
by the famous Gen. de la Gardie at Ivanogorod. They 
are curious objects, indeed, when compared with 
ordnance of similar calibe as constructed in these 
modern days. The measure thirty feet in length, I 
should say, and all sorts of curious devices and in- 
scriptions in Russian may be found upon them and 
are cast in them. But I hastened on with the old 
guide to the upper floors of the interior of the castle, 
for I was anxious to see, before night set in, as many 
as possible of the 1,800 portraits, which hang upon 
its walls. Think of it! Eighteen hundred portraits, 
all of celebrities, and nearly all originals! Here, 
certainly, I said, is a feast for the curious in matters 
of antique dress, of style and physiognomy. They 
are not alone portraits of celebrities of Sweden, but 
of famous men and women of every country and 
every clime, save the ever glorious and always for- 
gotten United States of America. Stay! not always 
forgotten, for I just now remember that I saw^, when 
I last visited the Hague, in the »palaceinthe woods, » 
the favorite residence of the late queen of the Neth- 
erlands — more particularly her favorite residence just 
after she had enjoyed a chronic riot with her sweet 
William — a superb portrait of the late John Lothrop 
Motley, who was, because of his admirable history, 
a great favorite with the royal family of the low 
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countries. But I have never seen in Europe, in palace 
or castle, with that exception, a single portrait, or 
even an engraving of the late G. Washington, or any 
other illustrious American. So far as G. W. is con- 
cerned I believe that the absence of any portrait of 
him is due to the fact that his antecedents in con- 
nection with the mutilated cherry tree are so well 
and widely known. Of course the fact that he 
smashed crowns and spat upon titles; the fact that 
he founded a Republic which has developed into one 
of the greatest nations that the sun shines upon, these 
and facts similar to these have nothing whatever to 
do with the singular omission. 

Mais, revenons cl nos moutons. Up the winding 
stairs with bated breath, the stillness of death per- 
vading all the place, and almost expecting to be con- 
fronted by the ghost of some Swedish Hamlet, I fol- 
lowed my silent and venerable cicerone. The twilight 
hour added much to the ghostly character of the 
scene, and I think an offer of the crown of Sweden 
would not have tempted me to pass the night within 
the walls of Gripsholm castle alone. On and on I 
went, through apartment after apartment, up stairway 
after stairway, hastily glancing at this and that por- 
trait, listening to comments on this and that object, 
to scraps of history and bits of gossip — some of them 
moludy with age— until the darkness grew too thick 
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to see more, and then I retraced my steps to the 
little inn of Mariefred. 

You may be very sure that my coffee was served 
at an early hour on the follow^ing morning. But a 
trivial dream or two had disturbed my otherwise very 
refreshing sleep. One only has left what I think will 
be a lasting impression. In that I imagined that I 
saw Gustavus Adolphus on the field of Liitzen bleed- 
ing and wounded, and that I rushed forward and 
caught him in my arms as he fell from his horse. 
I was defending the stricken Monarch vigorously from 
the attack of an Imperialist and shouting » murder* 
at the top of my voice, when »what the devil is the 
matter with you?» in unmistakable English accents, 
was roared out by an alarmed and disgusted son of 
John Bull who occupied an adjoining apartment, and 
I awoke to find myself in the middle of the room, 
standing over a broken table, a heavy walking-stick 
in my hands, raised in air and aimed at the last 
unmutilated leg of the unlucky piece of furniture. 
The morning was superb and the view out over the 
lake and all about its shores was so enchantingly 
beautiful that I wondered why Oscar II, the king of 
to-day, never comes here to tarry. The apartments 
of the palace now wore quite a different aspect from 
that of the previous evening. The rays of the bright 
morning sun had chased away the gloom and the 
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ghostliness of the night, and the tapestries and pic- 
tures on the walls glowed in the cheerful light which 
streamed in through the narrow windows. »I will 
show you,» said the old guide, » if you please, before 
inspecting the portraits, the chambers in which John 
III and Eric XIV were confined as prisoners. » 

Before describing these apartments it will be bet- 
ter, perhaps, to refresh your memory with a brief 
reference to history. The great Gustavus Vasa left 
behind him, at is death, four sons — Eric, the eldest, 
by his first wife, Katherine of Saxe Lauenburg, John, 
Magnus, and Carl. Eric would, of course, at his 
death, mount the throne as his natural successor. 
Now, this same Eric was a mauvais garQon. He 
wanted all the pie, and, if he failed to get it, howled 
like a North American Indian. When the good Gu- 
stavus saw the world fading from before his vision, 
he was made wretched by the reflection that the 
erratic and fiery tempered Eric, as king, would be 
sure to tyrannize over his brothers, and that insur- 
rection and civil war, as a certain consequence, would 
disturb and desolate the realm. The old king deter- 
mined, therefore, to make his three younger sons 
independent, and so left the greater part of his king- 
dom, by as equal a division as possible, to them as 
hereditary duchies and obtained the sanction of the 
diet to this very wise and thoughtful measure before 
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he closed his eyes forever. Scarcely had Gustavus 
been laid away in his tomb in the Cathedral at Upsala 
when Eric, now king, opened the ball by picking a 
quarrel with his brother John, now duke of Finland. 
John had married Katerina Jagellonica, sister of Si- 
gismund II, king of Poland. The disgusted John left 
his duchy, went over to Poland, and joined in a war 
levied by that country against Sweden. One fine 
day, however, the Swedish army encountered the 
Poles, who were led by one Gen. Benjamino Butlerio 
Humbugsky, and this gallant officer kindly consented 
to surrender, not only himself but every mother's 
son who was marching along with him, indulging 
themselves in the fond expectation of being quartered, 
in a very few days, in the king's palace at Stock- 
holm. Among the noble captives was John, duke of 
Finland. To say that Eric smiled, to say that his 
eyes glistened, when he saw John, would but faintly 
express the ecstatic delight of that red-haired son of 
Gustavus Vasa. John and his wife, the Duchess Ka- 
terina were, without unnecessary ceremony, immedi- 
ately and politely requested to visit Gripsholm, with 
an intimation that they would there be held as pri- 
soners until further orders. To Gripsholm they went, 
and it is to the chamber in which they were confined 
that the old guide was about to conduct me when I 
thought it necessary to indulge in these historical 
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reminiscences. The room, or cell, as you please, is 
located on the second story, and, if comfortably 
furnished, with the key to the apartment in one's 
own pocket, might be made a very tolerable bed- 
chamber. It is in one of the four towers of the 
Castle, and directly under the cell in which Eric him- 
self was subsequently confined, of which more anon. 
The room is circular in shape, its diameter measu- 
ring, perhaps, thirty feet, with a sort of alcove in 
the wall for a bed and a narrow^ window which looks 
out upon the Malar. The low bedstead upon which 
John and the fair Katerina are supposed to have 
slept, still adorns the alcove, but the bed-clothes and 
whatever articles of ornamentation or furniture the 
room contained during their four years of confinement, 
long since disappeared. In this prison-house Katerina 
gave birth to Sigismund, who, in after years, succes- 
sively ascended the thrones of Poland and Sweden. 
In the year 1567, or thereabout John and his 
duchess succeeded in making good their escape from 
Gripsholm, and the now freed duke of Finland im- 
mediately joined his forces to those of his brother 
Carl, duke of Sodermanland and Vermland, and de- 
clared war on their brother, the eccentric and half 
demented Eric. They drove him, after furious and 
successful fighting, into his castle at Stockholm, where 
he was seized and conducted before the assembled 
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states for trial. He was comdemned by the tribunal, 
in view of his many cruel and insane acts, to for- 
feit the crown, with the trifling addition of a sen- 
tence of confinement, as a prisoner during the remain- 
der of his natural life. In the year 1568 John was 
crowned king, and Eric, his former jailer, was turned 
over to him as a prisoner. The tables were com- 
pletely turned. Eric was sent to Gripsholm, and, in 
a room similar to that which John had occupied, 
on the floor above, languished behind bars and bolts 
for nine long years, when death came to his relief. 
He was not, however, confined all these years at 
Gripsholm, for a half dozen cells in different castles 
of the kingdom are pointed out as places of incar- 
ceration of the mad Eric. His death occurred at 
Oerbyhus in the year 1577. Pursuant to the orders 
of John, Eric was beaten and savagely maltreated 
by his keepers and guards, and the wretched man,, 
in wild fits of insanity, tore about his cell for days 
at a time, shrieking and yelling like a very demon, 
demolishing every object within his reach until he 
was tied hand and foot and chained to the floor. 

After I had scanned, most curiously, the prison 
of John and the birthplace of Sigismund, we as- 
cended one flight of stairs to take a peep at the* 
room which had been allotted to Eric when his turn 
came to play the rdle of prisoner. I found it similar 
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in shape to the one which John had occupied, though 
not so large and but dimly lighted. It has no 
immediate outlook on the Malar, as an inside wall 
had been constructed, between which and the outer 
wall sufficient space had been designedly left for the 
armed guard to pace up and down and to watch, 
through iron-grated windows, etery movement of the 
<leposed king. Through the grating the royal prisoner 
might have looked out of the narrow window in the 
outer wall, directly en /ace, but the view is extre- 
mely contracted and tantalizing. The stone floor has 
pathways worn in it from the incessant pacing to 
and fro ef the caged monarch. A small, apparently 
-extemporized fire-place in the wall served to furnish 
heat, when the guards condescended to furnish fuel, 
while food and drink were passed to him through a 
small aperture in the massive, oaken, iron-bound door 
which opposed entrance and exit to all, save when 
its hinges grated harshely at the bidding of the austere 
and unrelenting sovereign who held his captives' fate 
in his hands. God! I thought, as I listened to the 
garrulous old man at my side, did ever brother more 
completely and more terribly wreak vengeance upon 
brother? Did ever brother extort blood for blood as 
did John III, king of Sweden, from the wretched 
being whom he here imprisoned as a felon, tortured 
into madness and finally poisoned to death! 
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vm. 

GRIPSHOLM CONTINUED — THE STORY OF THE MERRY KING, 

GUSTAVUS III. A PATRON OF THE THESPIAN ART 

— A QUAINT, HISTORIC OLD SPOT— A VISIT TO 
STOCKHOLM. 

Gothenburg, Sept. 1882. 
I hope you are not weary with listening to the 
story of the Castle of Gripsholm. The facts and the 
romance of history are so constantly flying in one's 
face when an attempt is made to reduce one's im- 
pressions of an object like this to WTiting, that the 
danger of becoming both prolix and prosy is at all 
times imminent and very difficult to be avoided. To 
write of a monarch who lived and flourished hundreds 
ot years ago; to tell you, perhaps, that I have visi- 
ted the dungeon wherein, at an unfortunate period in 
his history, he languished as a prisoner; to speak of 
him dying by poison, or giving up the ghost at the 
hands of an executioner; to interest and entertain 
you by the narration of these facts, and facts like 
these, I must needs tell you something, however briefly, 
of the time in which he lived, of the circumstances 
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which surrounded him and his fall, and of the crimes 
which led to, or the wickedness which compassed, 
his violent death. The facts in the history of Eric 
XIV., or of John III., would fill a volume, and what 
I said in a former letter concerning these degenerate 
sons of the great Vasa seemed necessary to say in 
order to a proper understanding of their compulsory 
tenancy of this historic and royal chateau. 

The old guide closed the door of the cell behind 
him as we stepped out into the spacious hall, and 
turned the key as carefully as if Eric were still con- 
fined there, a prisoner, and he was charged with 
the duty of guarding him, and must, in the proper 
performance of his task, close up every possible ave- 
nue of escape. From the brilliant sunshine outside 
I had voluntarily walked into the very deepest of 
shadows, and I half regretted that I had not restricted 
my visit to an inspection of the portraits and rested 
content with my knowledge of the facts as the hi- 
storian and chronicler of these troublous times has 
graphically and vividly spread them before us. 

»You have heard of Gustavus III.?» the honest 
old fellow asked as he pocketed the rusty key. 

»Yes,» I replied. »Gustavus III. was a former 
king of Sweden, and was assassinated one night at 
a ball in the Grand opera-house at Stockholm. » 

» Yes, yes, » he fairly chuckled, forgetting for the 
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nonce the assassination, in his pleasure in discove- 
ring that I knew something of Swedish history. »l 
will show you the theater which he built in the great 
tower. It is on this floor, and only a few steps di- 
stant from poor Eric's prison. This way;» and, sure 
enough, in a few moments I found myself standing 
in the auditorium of a charming little theater, hand- 
somely decorated, with comfortable seats and taste- 
fully upholstered boxes, sufficient to seat perhaps 
one hundred and fifty persons. The drop-curtain was 
rolled up, and some very pretty scenery, perhaps 
used in the representation of the last play wherein 
Gustavus III. was, himself, an actor, remained just 
as it had been left when the curtain fell. Not the 
last play, indeed, for the last drama in which he 
appeared as an actor was a real tragedy, in which, 
while the gay monarch w^as whirling a fair countess 
to the voluptuous music of the waltz, when the 
hearts of the merry throng were happiest, and the 
revelry was maddest, there was a flash, the sharp 
crack of an exploding pistol, and the king fell upon 
the floor with a bullet in his heart. 

Gustavus III. was the gayest, and perhaps the 
most accomplished, of all the Swedish sovereigns 
who had preceded him. Singularly handsome in per- 
son and graceful in manner, learned, possessing all 
the accomplishments which distinguished the best 
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society of the first capitals of Europe at the time, 
the young king captivated hard-headed men as well 
as softhearted women, and happy indeed were they 
of either sex who lived in the sunshine of his smile. 
He was placed, at an early age, under the tutorship 
of the accomplished Count Tessin, and spent some 
years before he mounted the throne, at the age of 
25, enjoying himself and learning worldly wisdom in 
the ever charming and irresistibly attractive capital 
of France. He brought with him to Stockholm French 
ideas, and astonished the nobles and dignitaries, the 
majority of whom carried Luther's bible in their 
pockets, and mumbled prayers in their dreams, by 
what they were pleased to consider the frivolity of 
his conversation and the levity of his demeanor. 
When these canting hypocrites approached him on 
matters of state, he entertained them with a stave or 
two of the last and liveliest of French operas. When 
they talked to him of raising armies, he pointed to 
the ranks of the singers, actors, and jugglers whom 
he had imported from Paris to amuse himself and 
the people. The temple of Thespis was his delight, 
and it was for the entertainment of the crowd of 
fashionable and titled guests with whom Gripsholm 
was always filled, that the theater, upon whose boards 
he not infrequently himself appeared as an actor, 
was constructed, to the horror of the bishops and the 
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religious people, who predicted for their pleasure- 
loving monarch the fire of hell and the liveliest pos- 
sible torture which, in the dim and undefined here- 
after, it is said, awaits the depraved and sin-stricken 
soul. Gustavus laughed, danced, and flirted never- 
theless, working out at the same time— always in 
his own way — useful reforms much needed after the 
weak reign of his almost imbecile father; and I could 
not but sigh as I turned away from this little jewel 
of a theater in which he, his court, and his friends, 
some leagues removed from ambitious and scheming^ 
nobles, from convocations of wrangling states and 
discordant diets, passed the happy hours in refined 
and innocent enjoyment. Requiescat in pace. 

»Now for the portraits !» exclaimed the old man,, 
as he brushed a tear away in memory of the ac- 
complished and gracious sovereign, under whose reign 
Gripsholm saw its red-letter days. 

»Now for the pictures, » I repeated; »and we 
have but an hour altogether before the steamer puts 
out for Stockholm. » 

Down the stairs we skipped, if your imagination 
will permit the octogenarian who piloted me to move 
at so lively a pace, for there was nothing further 
worthy of notice on this floor. Of course, in a mere 
letter, I can give you but the most general and, I 
fear, the most unsatisfactory idea of this vast and 
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unique collection. The sovereigns of Sweden, male 
and female, from Gustavus Vasa down, are there, 
and frequently duplicates of the same crowned head, 
or other dignitary, may be seen. Charles XIV., bet- 
ter known as Bernadotte, is there, as he is in nearly 
all the palaces and castles of Sweden, in all his mi- 
litary and kingly glory. A striking figure he is, too, 
in every portrait which I have seen of him, and in 
his dress, his -attitude, and his face he always looks 
the born soldier and the possible sovereign. The 
portraits of two of Sweden's most renowned rulers, 
I have noticed— I mean those of Gustavus Adolphus 
and Bernadotte — can never be mistaken for the effi- 
gies of other men. The moment that you see a por- 
trait of either, w^hatever may be its ornamentation or 
surroundings, you say, ecce homo! A full-length 
portrait of the maltreated and murdered Eric, painted 
by himself y is among the curiosities of Gripsholm, 
and, had he been half so good a king as he was 
artist, he doubtless never would have moved to the 
music of clanking chains, and might have escaped 
the poisoned cup which furnished a tragic period to 
»life's fitful fever. » I fancy it is a good likeness, 
and I know that it is a good picture. In the portrait 
he is tall, dressed as became one in his station, with 
a hard, unforgiving face looking out from the full, 
long red beard and the white ruffles which were the 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 97 

fashion in his day. On the walls of a circular and 
magnificent room, once used for reception purposes, 
Gustavus III. caused to be suspended full-length por- 
traits of the contemporary crowned heads of Europe, 
all painted by his command and by the first artists 
of the time. In another chamber France is repre- 
sented, from Catherine de Medicis down to Marie 
Antoinette, but the great Napoleon, as a lieutenant 
of artillery, attracts more attention than them all. 
Even were he not the most splendid soldier that the 
world has produced, and the most marvelous of men; 
were the picture simply billeted John Smith or R. B. 
Hayes, still one would feel inclined to halt and tarry 
long in rapt admiration of that superb head and that 
wonderfully handsome and forceful face. I ordered 
a copy of this, to me, most attractive portrait, which 
a very competent artist at Mariefred promised me 
should be exact in likeness, size, and coloring. Whether 
it is an original or not I am unable to say, and the 
official catalogue did not help me, nor did subsequent 
inquiry at Stockholm afford me any satisfaction. I 
saw, hanging on the walls, two portraits of the great 
Cromwell, one a very fine original; one of Mary, 
Queen of Scots, painted when she was but 4 years 
of age, and a decade before she ever thought of 
being naughty; portraits of the diplomatists who fig- 
ured at the peace of Westphalia, and capital Uke- 
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nesses of the late and very popular king, Charles 
XV., his brother, the present accomplished king of 
Sweden, Oscar II., and other members of the royal 
family. Hundreds of the portraits in the Gripsholm 
collection should be transferred to the royal palace 
at Stockholm, where they might be seen by the tra- 
veling public without compelling it to make the long 
journey to the castle, which is sure to consume two 
days. But I believe the national parhament decid- 
edly objects to their removal to Stockholm, or to 
any other place, in Sweden or out of it. 

The warning whistle of the steamer cautioned me 
to make haste, and, after hurriedly glancing at the 
remaining portraits of the most noted personages, I 
slipped a few crowns into the hand of the obliging 
old cicerone, and soon after I saw, most regretfully 
indeed, the picturesque castle and park of Gripsholm 
fade away, and finally disappear altogether behind 
the fir-clad heights v hich border the beautiful Malar. 

A steamer leaves Stockholm daily for Gripsholm, 
calling at two or three stations en route for freight 
and passengers. Like all the Swedish steamers prin- 
cipally devoted to passenger traffic, it is the most 
comfortable vessel of its kind in the world. Aside 
from the marvelous cleanUness which distinguishes 
these steamers, the comfort of the traveler is always 
considered in the general arrangements, and officers 
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and servants, from the captain down to the tow- 
headed Scandinavian who scrubs the deck, are studi- 
ously polite and unremittingly attentive. I was, at 
last, on my way to Stockholm, and nothing short of 
a boiler explosion, a water-spout, or an iceberg could 
well prevent me from hearing the bells of the famous 
capital ring out the midday hour. I think I shall 
never forget my delightful trip down the Malar. Nu- 
merous steamers shot past us on their way to various 
points up the lake, and large numbers of sailing 
vessels, mostly freighted with wood, were laboriously 
making their w^ay in the almost perfect calm, bound 
for the city and ports farther on in the Baltic. To 
me the spectacle was a beautiful one, whether I looked 
out over the water or raised my eyes to the pretty 
Swiss cottages and the more elaborate and ambitious 
villas which, at brief intervals, tantalizingly displayed 
their beautiful proportions among the dark pines and 
firs in which they stand embowered. 

We arrived at Stockholm »on time.» On the 
wharf all was activity and bustle. Steamers were 
madly blowing their whistles, bells were inharmoni- 
ously clanging, men were cursing and shouting, wo- 
men were yelling and screaming, and for blocks in 
either direction the place seemed a very pandemo- 
nium. Hundreds of baskets of luscious — looking cher- 
ries, numberless crates of apples and peaches— pea- 
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ches, mind you — berries, fruit of every description, 
and an indescribable variety of vegetables w^ere hur- 
ried ashore, seized by the huckstering consignees, 
and whirled away to the market. This atmosphere, 
thought I, is slightly different from that which I breath- 
ed three or four hours ago. From quiet, aristo- 
cratic, ghostly Gripsholm to a vulgar and loud-smelling 
market; from lace and frills and feathers to unclean 
blouses and wooden shoes; from »their majesties » 
and »their royal highnesses » to Herr and Fru An- 
dersson or Johansson, rosy and radiant from their 
peasant homes in Delecarlia — this was altogether a 
transition so radical and so remarkable that I paused 
for a moment and whistled a note or two that I 
might feel certain that another Mariefred dream had 
not overtaken me. Feeling certain that I was quite 
awake and indisputably myself, I called a drosky, 
and instructed the blonde and polite young Scandi- 
navian, who was master of the ribbons, to proceed 
with all speed to the Grand hotel, which, by the 
way, is one of the handsomest and best caravansaries 
in all Europe. 

I have just been reading — and with this reference 
my letter must close— a work in two volumes, en- 
titled »The Courts of Sweden and Russia, » by Capt. 
C. Colville Frankland, R. N., published in London 
in the year 1832. These volumes, as to their manner 
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are in the form of a diary, and very amusing and 
instructive they are. At the time of the gallant cap- 
tain's visit to Stockholm the population of the Swedish 
capital scarcely exceeded seventy thousand. But his 
impressions of the place, even at that early day, 
being those of an intelligent and observant traveler, 
are extremely interesting. » After dinner, » he says 
(vol. I, p. 61) we strolled round the quays of this 
unique and beautiful city, which reminded me of Rio 
di Janeiro and Genoa at the same time. It is a 
perfect picture. » Again, in the same volume, p. 64, 
he says: » Whichever way I turned in Stockholm, I 
was enchanted with the beauty of the city; island 
succeeded island, houses mounting over houses, chur- 
ches over churches, and terraces over terraces, climb- 
ing up the sides of rocky and woody hills, which 
rise as by enchantment out of the water. » How 
Stockholm strikes the traveler to-day, and how much 
I enjoyed my visit there, you will know when you 
next hear from your correspondent. 
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IX. 

STOCKHOLM — A THRIVING CITY BUILT ON SEVEN ISLANDS 

SPACIOUS QUAYS FLANKED BY IMPOSING BUILDINGS 

COLOSSAL BRONZE STATUES OF CHARLES XII. AND 

GUSTAVUS ADOLPHUS. 



Gothenburg, Sept. 1882. 
The Stockholm which I looked out upon from 
the balcony of the Grand hotel differs very materially 
from the Stockholm described by Capt. Frankland, 
to whose entertaining volumes I alluded in my last 
letter, as he saw it in 1832. The city at that time 
had a population of about seventy thousand; now it 
numbers upward of one hundred and seventy thousand. 
It was then confined, for the greater part, to the 
Riddarholm, and, as Capt. Frankland says, that por- 
tion of it bears a striking resemblance to the city of 
Genoa. It rises grandly from the water, and its 
narrow, winding streets and curious old houses, whose 
entresols do service as shops, wherein one may 
purchase anything from a pin to a piano : the crowds 
of busy, industrious peasants who throng it, varied 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 103 

at intervals by the grotesquely-clad, sight-seeing tourist, 
guide-book in hand; the bells in the towers slowly 
and solemnly tolling as the tide of time sweeps by — 
all these remind one of the charming ItaUan city 
whose magnificent palaces look far down and out 
upon the blue waters of the Mediterranean. This is 
old Stockholm which Capt. Frankland saw, and of 
which he speaks with so much enthusiasm. That 
portion of the city which lies opposite the Riddar- 
holm— modern Stockholm — was, at that time, peopled 
for the most part by sturdy fishermen, whose huts 
contrasted strangely with the splendid royal palace 
and the other numerous and imposing public edifices, 
whose spires and domes rose far, far above them on 
the heights of the adjacent island. But the fishermen 
have long since been gathered to their fathers, and 
to their mothers, also, for aught I know. Broad, 
handsome streets and avenues have supplanted the 
narrow and winding pathways, and upon the lowly 
hut polished marble and glistening granite oppose 
their aristocratic and forbidding fronts. 

I had read in the pages of my indispensable 
» Baedeker » that Stockholm was built upon and co- 
vered seven islands. An island, I said to myself, 
pre-supposes the existence of water. There must, 
therefore, be much water, either rushing madly about 
or lying entirely quiescent, perhaps both, in the im- 
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mediate neighborhood of Sweden's capital. And water 
I found, indeed; water turbulent and seething; water 
as placid as a currentless, unruffled lake, and as 
pure as the stream which leaps and laughs among 
the rocks upon the mountain side. The waters of 
the Malar lake, flowing out into the Baltic in a swift, 
strong current, hurry on their way through the very 
heart of the city. They are confined by massive 
walls of granite, behind which, on either shore, are 
superb and spacious quays, flanked by imposing ware- 
houses, hotels, churches, and palaces. There is a 
sufficient depth of water — from twenty to forty feet 
— to permit vessels of heavy tonnage to anchor in 
the stream, or to make fast at the quays, within a 
hundred yards of the king's palace and within twenty 
yards of the Grand hotel, which I have already de- 
scribed as one of the finest caravansaries in Europe. 
It was a very pretty spectacle, indeed, as I stepped 
out from my apartment upon the little balcony; the 
sparkling stream below, with countless, gracefully- 
modeled, diminutive steamers rushing too and fro 
like mad, up and down, backward and forward, through 
the water; numberless craft, with their ponderous 
freights of merchandise and passengers, coming joy- 
fully into port or as sadly departing; the flags and 
streamers, a very cloud of them, in all the colors of 
the rainbow, floating in the fresh, inspiring breeze 
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of the morning, and directly opposite and within rifle 
range, towering above warehouses and ships, above 
statues and monuments, the splendid palace which 
is the home of Sweden's kings and the glory of 
Stockholm. You may be very sure that I did not 
care to tarry long upon the balcony, novel and striking 
as was the panorama. I puffed away vigorously at 
my cigarette until I was convinced that where there 
is much smoke there is some fire, and then sauntered 
out into the busy streets. Parks and squares waylay 
one at every step, and the famous men of Sweden, 
long since dead, in bronze and marble, from their 
lofty pedestals, bid you halt and remember the days 
when their names were the admiration or the terror 
of Europe. As Capt. Frankland says, speaking of 
the captured flags and banners which are displayed 
in the Riddarholm church (of which more anon), 
» Sweden has played a great card in the world's 
game, as the thirty years' war and these trophies,, 
gained in that and other contests, sufficiently evince. » 
In hurrying along, I could not but pause to look 
at one of the most imposing and, w^hat I consider, 
the most effective colossal bronze statue of man or 
woman in all Europe, that of the eccentric and mar- 
velous Charles XII, who stands in the royal square, 
grasping with one hand the sword which at one time 
terrified all Europe, and pointing, with the other,. 
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across the water in the direction of Muscovy, which, 
under Peter the Great, he battled against so fiercely 
and, for a long time, so successfully, but which on 
the bloody and decisive field of Pultawa finally hu- 
miliated him, and compelled him, a fugitive, to seek 
refuge in the land of the Turk. He is not pointing, 
as one of the guide-books —Murray, I think— innoc- 
ently and ignorantly puts it, to »the beautiful harbor 
of Stockholm.* Nothing of the sort. The Swedes 
have too keen an artistic sense, too lively an idea 
of the proprieties, to pose their pet and fighting 
monarch in the attitude of a soldier pointing idly 
and unmeaningly to the rushing waters of the Malar 
lake. Neither the beauty nor the piscatorial wealth 
of the waters of Stockholm harbor, I am bound to 
«ay, ever occupied more than a passing thought of 
the dashing and impetuous hero of Narva. His thoughts, 
living and dying, were upon the capital of the hated 
Muscovite, and his finger points afar off in the direc- 
tion of the home of his great adversary. 

A little further on in a large square, directly in 
front of the Hotel Rydberg, and en face of the royal 
palace, I came upon an equestrian statue, also in 
bronze, of the great Gustavus Adolphus. This last, 
while colossal and rather imposing, is not, artistically, 
a work to be very much admired. The retreating 
brow of the famous protestant warrior is decorated 
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with a wreath of metallic laurel which is quite as 
unbecoming as would be a slouch hat upon a marble 
or bronze head of our dearly beloved and immortal 
G. Washington. The face is expressionless and the 
attitude unmilitary and unkingly, while the horse upon 
which he is mounted resembles the portraits of that 
famous animal of w^ood from whose bowels the cun- 
ning and ingenious Greeks poured forth upon the 
astonished and demoralized innocents who peopled 
ancient Troy. Gustavus is a very mild-mannered man 
indeed, as he sits aloft with sleepy eyes fixed upon 
the royal palace, and one would never imagine him 
the fiery soldier w^hom Europe selected to lead the 
cohorts of protestantdom upon countless bloody and 
victorious fields. I did not, indeed, care to see the 
famous Swede astride a foaming charger, and tearing 
along an unfrequented road forty or fifty miles distant 
from the scene of a decisive battle, while that battle 
was in progress, nor did I care to see him exhibited 
like Gen. Jackson in his great equestrian balancing 
feat, as he appears every afternoon and evening, to 
the unbounded delight of our colored fellow-citizens, 
in the very pretty square just opposite the white 
house in Washington. No, he was too great a char- 
acter to need sham surroundings of any kind, either 
in the way of laudatory poem or rearing and plunging 
horse to bolster his reputation and augment his fame. 
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At the same time, it occurred to me that a plumed 
hat or even a bare and wreathless head; that the 
confident, resolute aspect of the expectant conqueror, 
nerving himself for a life and death grapple with the 
foe; that, borne by a steed not, indeed, as restive 
and seemingly anxious to get away as that of Ma- 
zeppa, but, to all appearances and beyond all question, 
possessing sufficient spirit to seize a bundle of oats 
if one were held up before him and within reaching 
distance, it occurred to me, I say, that trifles like 
these might add materially to the effectiveness of the 
statue of the ever- to-be-venerated Gustavus Adolphus. 
I may, perhaps, mention the fact just here and 
en passant, that subsequently, and while in Stock- 
holm, I purchased two gold coins bearing the effigies 
of these remarkable men: Charles XII., and Gustavus 
Adolphus. They are each of the value of one ducat, 
and that of Charles XII. bears the date 1718. In 
the same year — 1718 — this famous monarch and 
still ipore famous soldier met his death in the trenches 
at Fredrichald in Norway and upon one side are the 
words » Carol. XII. D. G. Rex Sve.,» and upon the other 
»Dominn Protector Fact-Esh.» That bearing the effigy 
of Gustavus Adolphus bears the date 1632, the identical 
year in which, on the 6th day of November, he was 
killed on the victorious field of Liitzen. It is, therefore, 
two hundred and fifty years old and quite as perfect in 
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every respect as it was on the day when it came from 
the mint. It cannot, I think, be duplicated, and I have 
experienced unalloyed pleasure on tw^o occasions in 
declining an offer of fifty American dollars for it. 
This latter has an inscription on one side: »Gustav. 
Adolph, D. G. Sve. Goth. Vand. Rex Mag. Pri.» On 
the other side are the word: »Finl. Dux Etoh. Et Car. 
Do. Ing.» The scholars among your readers will 
readily complete and translate the abbreviated words, 
and the unscholarly, if any such there be, will find 
in them, as reproduced, an extensive field for the 
play of their imagination. 

I said au revoir to the silent and unprepossessing 
man in bronze and to his still more unprepossessing 
bucephalus, and hastened to cross the magnificent 
bridge which at that point spans the Jiord. As I 
stood upon its solid arches, gazing at the pretty 
picture spread out before me on every hand, the 
round, red sun was rapidly descending below the 
horizon, and I was quite too late to see the palace, 
whither I was bound, that night. The beauties and 
glories of the Riddarholm, I said, must be seen and 
admired to-morrow or the day beyond. 
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X. 



THE ROYAL PALACE AT STOCKHOLM — ITS APARTMENTS 
AND HISTORICAL TREASURES — BEDROOM OF CHARLES 
THE XIV. — THE NATION's IDOL, GUSTAVUS ADOLPHUS 

— its westminster abbey — priceless books 

norse relics, etc. 

Gothenburg, OcI. 1882. 
As the careful and perhaps over-anxious drama- 
tist is accustomed to advise his audience respecting 
the lapse of time enir' actes, so do I advise your 
readers that eighteen hours are supposed to have 
transpired since my last chat with you and with them 
touching the Swedish capital and its belongings. I 
said gcod-night, not on the porch, but on the massive 
and picturesque bridge which I shall cross this morn- 
ing. At the time when I last essayed to reach the 
royal palace the shadows were deepening, and the 
armed and helmeted guard at the palace gate would 
have said me nay had I sought entrance at the for- 
bidden hour. I knew from inquiry of the obliging 
hotel porter, as well as by the absence of the royal 
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standard on the palace flag-staff, that the king was 
absent from the capital. When he is in Stockholm 
the palace gates- are closed to travelers and to sight- 
seers generally, but in his absence they are open to 
all, except the rabble and canaille, under the guidance 
and direction of one of the royal attendants. 

»Taking one consideration with another, » I have 
seen but one or two palaces in Europe which at all 
compare with that of Stockholm. I am unable to ascert- 
ain, to a certainty, when its construction was begun. 
It is a fact, however, that it was not occupied until 
the year 1753, and that is was designed by the fa- 
mous Count Tessin, to whom I alluded in a former 
letter, whose son, after his death, superintended its 
erection and completion pursuant to the plans drawn 
up by his father. Its shape is quadrangular, and 
the dimensions of the main building are 392x418 
feet. Then there are wings at each corner, except 
the southwest, 165x51 feet, and yoa can readily 
imagine, in view of these figures and because of its 
lofty situation, its grand and imposing appearance. 
The Mount of Moses — this historic eminence is not 
even remotely connected with or related to the Mont 
de Piet6 — with its lovely gardens and picturesque 
villas, although rising hundreds of feet above and in 
the immediate background of the palace, is a com- 
paratively diminutive object in the presence of this 
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superb and spacious pile, rich with the spoils of 
Europe, glorious in its associations and surroundings, 
and the home of the crowned rulers of Sweden and 
Norway. The bridge spanning the fiord, which is 
not more than three hundred yards distant from the 
palace, is at least two hundred feet below the latter, 
and the wide and winding granite stairways by which 
the ascent is made to the guarded gates are not 
only vastly impressive, but exceedingly wearisome to 
Umbs rheumatic, and irritating to extremities inclined 
to be gouty, if the son of Esculapius, who last in- 
spected a certain pair of them, may be believed. 

When Waldemar, the son of sturdy Birger Jarl, 
<3ame to Stockholm, in the year 1272, and transferred 
thither his capital from the ancient town of Upsala, 
he found no such comfortable quarters as these await- 
ing him and little or none of the comfort and luxury 
enjoyed by the sovereigns of to-day. The royal re- 
sidence in those early days, when the Vikings raided 
and robbed every settlement along the coast, was a 
rude stone, iron barred, and bolted castle, whose 
occupants were always on the alert in the expecta- 
tion of an attack, and who never closed their eyes 
in sleep with a wellgrounded expectation of opening 
them again this side the country supposed to be 
peopled by the vast majority. The foundation stones 
even of that royal and extremely rude chateau have 
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long since disappeared; Waldemar and a score or 
two of his successors have been relegated to dust, 
and where the prowling pirate prosecuted his nefa- 
rious industry commerce has reared its palaces, and 
the hum of legitimate trade and barter now fills all 
the air once resonant with the blood-curdling yell 
of the pirate and the assassin. 

I handed my card to a waiting and modestly- 
attired attache of the royal household, the doors flew 
open directly, and for two hours or more I was 
regaled with a torrent of eloquent description and 
explanation, all delivered with the utmost possible 
pohteness and deference, and furnishing, withal, suf- 
ficient reliable material for a half-dozen guide-books 
or petites kistoires. I longed for a stenographer, and, 
had I taken the precaution to employ and fetch one 
with me, I should not now, by the insufficient light 
of a soHtary wax taper, laboriously essay the writing 
of a letter in the vain hope of reproducing my cice- 
rone's well-rounded periods, and his graphic and 
happily-worded sentences. A long experience had 
evidently rendered him very canny in the use of 
language. Special permission must be obtained to 
see the apartments or any one of those occupied by 
the royal family. This precaution I had not taken, 
and therefore I did not see them. Nor did I care 
to, for I consider the curiosity which leads one to 
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desire to inspect the parlors and sleeping-rooms of 
the living, however famous their owners or occu- 
pants may be, a morbid one at the best, and merits 
the attention of the conservators of morals and good 
order, from the humblest constable to the field-officers 
of the salvation army. 

Admittance once gained, the first object which 
arrests the attention of the visitor is the throne-room. 
This apartment is 145 by about 50 feet, and, when 
you look from the floor upward, you see through 
the glass roof out into the clouded, or, as it may 
chance, the unclouded, sky. Of course I have not 
space wherein to describe minutely and particularly 
the statues, in bronze and marble, of famous Swedes, 
in the hall-ways, nor the allegorical groups and figures 
which arrest one's attention at every step, and which, 
in order to gain a proper and thorough appreciation, 
require the deliberate and intelligent study of days, 
and even weeks. Bystrom's »Gustavus Adolphus» 
and »Charles XIV. » (Bernadotte), how^ever, cannot be 
passed by without an admiring glance. The royal 
chapel, one flight further up, with its richly and 
beautifully colored ceiling, and its altar-piece repre- 
senting Gethsemane, one longs to Unger in and to 
appreciatively and leisurely enjoy. 

In this immense establishment there is a multi- 
tude of apartments: The Victoria hall, in purple and 
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gold, with its white stuccoed ceiHng adorned with 
golden crowns; its immense mirror, said to be the 
largest in Sweden, a wedding, present from the de- 
funct Napoleon III. to Charles XV., the present king's 
brother; two splendid tables of 'Roman msoaic, which 
were the gift of Nicholas I. of Russia to Bernadotte, 
and three superb sideboards, which were formerly 
the property of Marie Antoinette. Then there are 
the billiard-room, the hall of the Vasa order, with 
its green and gold decorations, the audience or pre- 
sentation room, Gustavus III.'s bedroom, the grand 
gallery, the red saloon, with its glorious Gobelins, 
the green saloon, the white saloon, the red cabinet, 
decorated in red silk, and Charles XIV.'s bedroom. 
This last is said to remain in the same condition 
as at the time of his death, on the 8th day of March, 
1844. The clock which adorns the mantel indicates 
the very hour and minute when he, for the first 
time, was called upon to surrender. Green silk covers 
all the walls, which are adorned with pictures of his 
numerous battles and portraits of various members 
of his family. The writing-table, which he was ac- 
customed to use, and numerous side tables are filled 
with trinkets and with the maps and books of which 
he was an untiring student. The overcoat of blue 
cloth, which he wore in the campaigns of 1813 — 14, 
lies upon the bed where he never closed his eyes 
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in sleep without this spread carefully over him. The 
i authorities intend to preserve this apartment as it 
was left and as it is, until moths fly in to corrupt 
or thieves break through and steal. 

Then we come to the yellow cabinet, the white 
cabinet, the royal guest rooms, which are constantly 
in readiness for, and have been occupied by, many 
foreign potentates and crowned heads. The furniture 
of these last is magnificent beyond any power of 
mine to describe, and the pictures, portraits, and 
Gobelins, which cover the walls, are simply superb. 
The royal state library, which is also in the palace, 
contains over 100,000 volumes and 10,000 manuscripts. 
There are many curiosities here, and the student will 
find a mine which he may work and explore for 
the balance of his life, should he even rival the ce- 
lebrated Methusalem in the matter of longevity. 

There is a Latin manuscript of the gospels named 
the » Codex Aureus, » because its Gothic characters 
are in gilt, and very beautiful they are. The parch- 
ment upon which they are written is alternately white 
and lilac in color. The venerable librarian told me 
that it was upward of twelve hundred years old, and 
that it formerly belonged to Canterbury cathedral. 
Then there is the famous bible, inscribed on 300 
asses' hides. It w^as »found,» as the great Napoleon 
was accustomed to say, in a convent in Prague when 
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that famous town gave up its keys to a besieging 
Swedish general in the thirty years' war. I was told . 
that it is supposed to have been written by the monks 
of the Benedictine order in Prague, and that Jive or 
six hundred years were occupied in its completion. 
There is a Latin bible, printed in Leyden in 1521, 
with annotations, criticisms, and remarks inscribed 
on its leaves by the great Luther himself. But in 
all this unique and vast bibliographical collection, 
with its musty and worm-eaten tomes, the patriarch, 
the father of all, so far as mere time is concerned, 
is a » Cicero de Officiis,» printed by Faust in the 
year 1461. 

I am aware that this is but a very hasty and a 
very imperfect sketch of the royal palace of Stock- 
holm; but you have not the space and I have not 
the time to enter more into detail. The stranger, in 
looking over the curious and magnificent objects that 
constitute its furniture and ornamentation, naturally 
asks: '» Where did all these curious and beautiful 
things come from?» Again I say: they were »found,» 
in the days when such names as Charles XIL and 
Gustavus Adolphus were at once the terror and the 
wonder of Europe, and when foreign capitals willingly 
or unwillingly surrendered their treasures and their keys 
to these victors of the North. Many of these precious 
objects have been returned to their pristine owners; 
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still others have been consumed by the elements; 
yet the royal residences of Sweden are exceedingly 
rich in ornamental material, whether appropriated or 
not, the production of which Wendell Phillips might 
wax eloquent over, as appertaining to the mystic days 
of »the lost arts.» 

Not very far from the palace, and on a second 
island, is the Riddarholm church, which has been 
described time out of mind as the » Westminster Abbey 
of Stockholm. » The phrase is by no means a bad 
one, but it is stale, even to the point of decomposi- 
tion. The scribblers have intended to say, in using 
this expression, that in this church repose the great 
crowned and uncrowned dead of Sweden. It is utterly 
unlike the abbey of Westminster in every other 
particular, and externally would never attract the 
slightest attention of the traveler were it not for its 
lofty and lattice-work spire of iron, which is sure to 
elicit remark and provoke inquiry. The church itself 
is as old as the hills, but the spire is comparatively 
new and exceedingly novel. The old one, w^hich was 
of wood, had the temerity and the misfortune, a few 
years lang syne, to butt its head against an electric 
bolt, and it is quite needless to add that the wooden 
spire was utterly demolished and knocked out of 
time in the first round, as sportsmen would have it. 
This church is open to the curious in matters mor- 
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tuary on certain days of the week, and is never used 
now for religious purposes. It is a vast and glorious 
tomb. 

The ceilings are hung with countless banners 
captured in the fierce conflicts of the olden time 
when the savage Northmen met in the shock of battle, 
not with the hope of securing a decoration, a knight- 
hood, or a peerage, but with the sincere and gene- 
rally realized expectation of slaughtering or being 
slaughtered. 

The Muscovite may turn his eyes upward after 
looking at the bronze coffin of Charles XII., and, in 
the multitude of standards suspended above it, remem- 
ber Narva and how 80,000 of his fellow-countrymen 
were cut to pieces, drowned, and captured by 8,000 
Swedes, with that wild monarch and superb soldier 
to show them the way. The Dane, in the same vic- 
inity, will find numberless reminders of Swedish pro- 
wess, and will reluctantly recall that chapter in the 
history of his country when another Charles knocked 
loudly at the gates of Copenhagen, and when they 
were opened in answer to the belligerent summons. 
The Pole, the Saxon, the German, and the Austrian 
have but to sniff the air of this ancient and sacred 
edifice to be reminded that here, quite harmless now, 
sleep their whilom masters, the wEirriors and monarchs 
to whom they paid tribute, and whose assistance 
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they humbly implored when their national existence 
was imperiled or threatened. If these representatives 
of proud European powers are not afflicted with an 
admiration of Charles and are inclined to belittle his 
achievements, they may cross to the opposite side of 
that church, and under a wilderness of captured flags 
and banners read the name of Gustavus Adolphus. 

His acts, both civil and military, they will not 
attempt to behttle, for the lapse of 250 years since 
his taking-off on the field of Liitzen, at the early age 
of 38, has but increased the admiration of the world 
for the magnitude and far-reaching influence of his 
prodigious achievements, and but added to the splendor 
of his fame. In the presence of these centuries of 
heroic dust voices are hushed to a whisper, heads 
are bowed reverently, and one turns away with a 
sigh that a sarcophagus, a coffin, gorgeous though it 
be, should contain all that remains of so pure and 
so lofty a spirit. 

The 6th day of November, proximo, will be the 
250th anniversary of his death, and the day, if not 
remembered in public demonstrations, will be obser- 
ved throughout Sweden by a general cessation of 
business and in proud recollection of the brilliant 
deeds that placed her in the front rank of the powers 
of the world. 

Bernadotte also sleeps here in a magnificent 
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mausoleum, and in a sort of crypt in the immediate 
vicinity of his tomb the coffins of a long line of 
crowned heads, male and female, are piled, one upon 
the other, and to this complexion have they come 
at last. Upon certain days of each week the iron- 
barred gates are thrown open, the candles are lighted, 
and the people are invited to come and see how 
easily a king may be conquered, and how little, after 
all, crowned heads and victorious chieftains differ 
from ordinary mortals. The accomplished and popular 
Charles XV. is the last kingly addition to this ghastly 
assemblage of royal dead. His queen sleeps at his 
side, and a large cross of immortelles, tied with white 
ribbons to one of the handles of his coffin, is a sad 
reminder of Prince Napoleon, who placed it there 
with his own hands when, a few years since, be 
visited Stockholm. John Ban^r, the great Swedish 
general, also finds his restingplace in the church of 
Riddarholm. He, too, was remembered and honored 
by a splendid sepulture. Truly, all the air becomes 
oppressive when one recalls the names of the mighty 
dead beneath his feet and in every niche and corner 
whither the eye may wander. 
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XI. 

A LEGISLATIVE BODY WHICH WASTES NO TIME IN TALK — 
THE NORWEGIANS JEALOUS OF THEIR SWEDISH 
NEIGHBORS — KING OSCAR AN ACCOMPLISHED, UNOS- 
TENTATIOUS, AND SAGACIOUS SOVEREIGN, ALIVE TO 
THE INTERESTS OF THE PEOPLE. 

Gothenburg, Oct. 1882. 
With unqualified regret at not having more time 
at my disposal, I bade farewell to the Westminster 
Abbey of the Riddarholm. I cannot say that I have 
a morbid, and I am very sure that I do not possess 
a particular, fancy for either distinguished or undis- 
tinguished human dust. I could not, I imagine, ac- 
quire, as did the witty grave-digger in »Hamlet,» any 
very great reputation in philosophizing over a ghastly 
skull and a pair of crumbling cross-bones. It has 
been one of my weaknesses, or one of the elements 
of my strength, as you please, to utterly ignore cem- 
eteries and graveyards since the first ghost story 
caused my childish hair to stand on end, and con- 
strained me to pull more closely over my head, even 
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to the smothering point, the snowy sheet and the 
protecting blanket; and yet, for me the place posses- 
sed a strange fascination. »I kissed, » says Capt. 
Frankland, to whose memoirs I have referred in for- 
mer letters, »I kissed the tomb of Charles XII. » Yes, 
and I thought as I read, numerous crowned heads, 
marshals, and generals of Europe would have been 
overjoyed had they been accorded the same proud 
privilege when they listened to the startling story of 
Narva and, subsequently, to that of countless other 
bloody and victorious fields. In quite another spirit, 
however, and with quite different feelings would they 
have paid a seeming homage to this fiery son of 
Mars. In this historic and royal mausoleum I saw 
the sword which he wore when he was killed in the 
trenches of Frederikshald, and the sabre which Gus- 
tavus Adolphus held in his grasp when he closed 
his eyes forever upon the field of Liitzen. The same 
influences which inspired the magnificent threnody 
of Washington Irving in the dim and solemn aisles 
of Westminster abbey; the same awe which over- 
whelmed him as he stood in presence of its heroic 
and kingly dead; these were all in and about the 
old church of the Riddarholm, and the imagination 
needed little urging to fill the ear with the shout and 
shock of contending armies and to people the sacred 
precincts with the forms and faces of the mighty 
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departed whose tombs and coffins I was now so idly 
and so curiously inspecting. ♦ 

Hard by the Riddarholm church are the two 
houses of parliament, which hold their sessions an- 
nually from Jan. 15 until May 15. They possess 
little interest save that which attaches to the fact of 
their being the designated places of meeting of the 
national assembly. The buildings are extremely plain 
and unimposing, but roomy enough for the purpose 
for which they are used. The Swedish diet is a 
model of good sense and propriety when compared 
with either the American Congress or the English 
parliament. It does not, to the best of my knowledge 
and belief, possess any conspicuous and hopeless fools, 
or any of the small Cox-y wits, who not infrequently 
render ridiculous and even nauseating the proceed- 
ings of the two last-mentioned distinguished delibera- 
tive bodies. It addresses itself to business at once, 
and comparatively little time is consumed in mere 
talk. Sweden has its Riksdag and Norway has its 
Storthing, and it is almost needless to tell you what 
is already so generally known, that the Norwegians 
are jealous of the Swedes to a degree, and would 
gladly, if they dared, throw off and smash into a 
thousand fragments the hated Swedish yoke. It was 
in 1864 that the excitement, which at that time ran 
very high between the two countries, somewhat sub- 
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sided, and that in a grand, joint, national demonstra- 
tion, in which many kronor were expended in the 
explosion of gunpowder and in the discharge of sky- 
rockets, the anniversary of the union of the two 
Scandinavian peoples was joyfully and, apparently, 
sincerely celebrated. The colors of Norway and Swe- 
den floated lovingly together in the breeze; the big- 
wigs of both countries met in fraternal embrace, and 
the deceptive punch, for which Scandinavia is famous, 
ran in rivulets and drowned in its sweet and seduc- 
tive torrent, at least for the hour and the day, the 
rivalries and jealousies of many and many an em- 
bittered year. It was the reunion of a family long 
separated and estranged by animosities born of con- 
flicting interests, and it was confidently hoped and 
predicted that the » bloody shirt » of Sweden and 
Norway had been finally and forever consigned to 
a dishonored grave. 

In the year 1866, the form of representation 
under which the Swedes live to-day was, after 
prolonged and stormy discussion, adopted, but the 
.good feeling to which the grand celebration of 
1864 gave birth has quite died out, and the Norwegi- 
ans are to-day, perhaps, more jealous and more res- 
tive than ever. They have their own separate parlia- 
ment, make their own laws, and under the wise and 
moderate king of to-day, Oscar II., enjoy quite as 
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much freedom and quite as many civic privileges as 
do the citizens of the reconstructed United States. 
They talk wildly of a Republic, when the government 
is already a Republic in everything except the name ; 
they clamor wildly for the ballot, when, in point of 
fact, they exercise the elective franchise on all occa- 
sions and in the choice of nearly all civil officers, 
except the sovereign himself. 

Oscar II. is not only one of the most accom- 
plished scholars in Europe but he is also one of the 
wisest and best of kings. He, like his grandfather, 
the great Bernadotte, looks carefully after every detail 
of his government, precisely as do all prudent and 
sagacious men of business, and at the council board, 
I am told, he demands and succeeds in getting from 
his ministers full and exact information touching all 
matters connected with their respective departments. 
Scholars, inventors, scientists, cultivated men and 
women, titled and untitled, black or white, from every 
part of the globe, are warmly welcomed in the do- 
minions of Oscar II. Not alone in his dominions; 
they are welcomed by the king himself. This wise ' 
and modest monarch walks about the streets of Stock- 
holm, at times entirely unattended, with a keen eye 
for all that is novel in the shop windows and in all 
places whither his business or fancy may carry him. 
He is respectfully saluted and stared at at every step. 
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and is very particular to as respectfully return, if 
not the stare, at least the salutation. His dress is 
plain, his manner affable and unpretentious, and he 
is, in a word, quite as free from airs of every sort 
as are the picturesque peasants who uncover and 
step aside at his approach. 

The king makes frequent visits to the different 
departments, and invariably enters unannounced and 
sans c^r^monie. His varied and extensive scientific 
acquirements qualify him to converse intelligently 
and unhesitatingly upon nearly every subject con- 
nected with the complicated machinery of government. 
Add to this the fact that he speaks nearly all the 
modern'^ languages, and you will readily admit that 
he is fully armed and equipped for an interesting 
and instructive bout with native and even foreign 
specialists, sot disani. Not long since a somewhat 
conceited and over-confident son of John Bull advan- 
ced upon Stockholm, with his models under his arm 
and his pockets crammed with projects and plans, 
all neatly and expensively delineated upon paper, 
prepared to astonish the simple-minded Scandinavians 
and capture, willy ntlly, the department to which 
his invention properly appertained. He was, of course, 
properly accredited, and, therefore, warmly welcomed 
and most cordially invited to publicly display the 
interesting wares which he had been good enough 
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to fetch with him and which he offered, for a con- 
sideration, to the government of Sweden. 

It happened that, a few days after Lord John's 
arrival, the king walked quietly through the depart- 
ment, unattended, as is his wont. Attracted by the 
model and plans, and entirely unknown to the inflated 
^nd ambitious inventor, he at once came forward and 
began asking questions. The puzzled exhibitor grew 
nervous and confused under the pertinent and 
searching examination. »See here, my friend, » said 
he, »you seem to know a great deal about this busi- 
ness; will you please to give me your card?» The 
amused king turned away and excused himself by 
saying, »it is quite unneccessary; I am interested in 
this and kindred subjects, and so I paused in my 
walk through the building out of sheer curiosity to 
see if, perchance, I might not learn something con- 
<5erning a subject which has always seemed to me 
•one worthy the closest and most careful investigation ». 
With this he bade the inventor good-by and the door 
<3losed behind him. Lord John nervously turned to 
an attendant with »Who was that fellow who bothered 
me with all those nasty questions?» »He? oh, that 
was the kingU 

Sweden is happy. The crown princess, whose 
arrival and magnificent reception in Gothenburg nearly 
a year ago were duly chronicled in the Daily News 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 129 

has given birth to a prince, and with so sweet and 
so lovely a princess for a mother, and with so tem- 
perate, dignified, and altogether correct a prince, 
withal, for a father, the youngster should prove a 
worthy descendant of le Mar^chal Bernadotte, le 
prince de Ponte Corvo et le roi de SuMe et de 
Norv^ge, whose great-great-grandson he is. The grand 
duchess of Baden, the princess' mother, was present 
at the accouchement, and, so far as I can learn, 
everything proceeded satisfactorily on that interesting 
occasion. 

The young prince was warmly welcomed upon 
his arrival in this vale of tears, and when he was 
christened and told that his name was Oscar Frederic 
Wilhelm Olaf Gustaf Adolf he simply smiled and 
said, »Is that all?» 

Gothenburg, and all Sweden for that matter, on 
the 6th ult., the anniversary of the death of Gustavus 
Adolphus, were, as I predicted they would be, ablaze 
with excitement. The memory of the man who fell 
bleeding, and who closed his eyes forever on the 
field of Liitzen, was most becomingly, nay magnifi- 
cently, honored. Fireworks lit up the public places 
and squares, banners waved in the bright sunlight, 
and the streets were crow^ded with loyal and enthu- 
siastic Scandinavians. 

Gothenburg looks very pale just now under its 
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three inches of snow. The powerful, I may say the 
tremendous ram, constructed of Motala Bessemer steel, 
is looking anxiously out harborward in the hope of 
an early engagement. This vessel, constructed by 
the authorities with the design and expectation of 
opening the harbor after the severest frost, is a study 
and a wonder. After it has enjoyed actual employ- 
ment, I will tell you more about it and tell you, 
also, whether it or the ice suffered most when they 
came in contact. 

In my next letter I shall take you back to the 
Swedish capital and say something more to you about 
its attractions, and, then, on to Upsala. 
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XII. 

A BIG THING ON ICE— THE FROST FRIGHTENED — AN 
OPEN HARBOR ASSURED — HEAVY HAULS OF HERRING 
— THE ICHTHYOLOGISTS IN A MUDDLE. 

Gothenburg, Dec. 1882. 
I had intended, as I advised you in my last, to 
take you back to the Swedish capital in this letter. 
There is so much there of beauty and of interest 
upon which I have not yet touched, and of which 
I am quite sure you would be glad to be informed, 
that it is with feelings of unalloyed regret circum- 
stances compel me to defer my visit until a future 
day. The principal circumstance which lays an em- 
bargo upon my visit at this present time is the monster 
steel, ice-breaking ram, just finishing, to which I have 
paid a visit and inspected this morning. To a large 
class of your readers, perhaps to all, the subject of 
this letter will possess a deeper interest than would 
a description of the beauties and glories of Stockholm. 
Hence, for their gratification, I still linger in Gothen- 
burg. 
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I can imagine, what your readers think is coming. 
They imagine I am about to describe a ram of the 
war-vessel type — a swift-going, heavily-plated ship, 
whose prow has the impertinence to poke its nose 
into other people's ships by means of a tremendous, 
half-submerged prong, or knife — the naval terms I 
am not familiar with— and which is quite liable to 
have its own nose broken by virtue of such poking. 
It is not yet too late to undeceive them. Such a 
thought had not entered my mind, and, if it had, 
the sight of the monster w^ould have done for the 
thought what it will do for the ice — utterly demolish it. 

Before proceeding to describe her, as she is, 
however, perhaps I had better tell you something of 
the necessity which demands the construction of a 
vessel at once so costly and so formidable. The year 
1880 was an exceptional year in the history of Go- 
thenburg, so far as the frost is concerned. For six 
long weeks — long in a harbor crowded with shipping — 
no ship passed into or out of the harbor Gothenburg. 
Old Jack descended upon the water, danced about 
upon its surface most untiringly for eight and forty 
hours, with his thumb at his nose and his fingers 
playing in the air like the fans to a wind-mill, and 
then in shrill and piercing accents shouted to the 
astonished, nay the horrified skippers, »Come on, 
Macdaff"!)) It is quite needless to say that they did 
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not »come on.» Having thoroughly finished his work 
here he descended upon Stockholm, and awaited 
dispatches and news as to the progress of shipping 
and commerce in Gothenburg. The inhabitants of 
this good old Swedish burgh were quite terror-stricken. 
They were utterly unprepared for what almost as- 
sumed the proportions of a calamity. The coals were 
exhausted; everything in store in the way of meats, 
fresh and salt, had been consumed; the canned fruits 
and vegetables had all disappeared ; the poor suffered 
intensely and the rich were frightened immensely, 
and so, to prevent a recurrence of the scenes and 
suffering of 1880, the town council has voted the 
construction of the frail shallop which is the subject 
of my letter. 

I, myself, was looking out for a ram very much 
of the style that I have supposed your readers would 
imagine I was about to describe, when » There she 
is!» from the bluff old captain at my elbow, startled 
me from dreams of the girl I had left behind me. 
For a moment I thought »she» referred to her, but 
the clinking of a hundred hammers, and the vision 
of massive metallic walls, rising just ahead, disturbed 
the sweet revery, and I knew that we were approach- 
ing the august presence of what is destined to 
be a big thing on ice. This vessel is a ram and she 
is not a ram. She is a hybrid in naval architecture. 
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There is little beauty in her lines, but at the same 
time her appearance, externally, is suggestive of im- 
mense power. In shape she is not entirely unlike 
the fishing smacks so frequent in these waters. A 
rounded prow, with the merest suggestion of a blade, 
an entire absence of anything that even remotely 
suggests a ram, you would, unless your attention 
were specially directed to her, pass her by thinking 
her an extremely ugly model quite unfitted for the 
polite society of the elegant craft which cleave the 
waters of Lake Michigan. She is a ram in this: 
Her powerful engines, whose dimensions I will shortly 
give, are to send her forward, under a full head of 
steam, straight at the ice, when, should it not be more 
than a foot thick, she will walk through it as if it were 
so much pasteboard. She is not a ram, in this: 
She will be sent ahead, in the same manner, when 
the ice is two, three, or even four feet thick; but, 
instead of walking through it, she is so constructed 
that she will mount the ice, and smash it by her 
ponderosity. 

She is nearly finished, and is to be delivered to 
the authorities of Gothenburg on the 20th inst. There 
seems little prospect just now of her meeting with 
an engagement this present winter. The frost has 
come upon us too early in the season, and too sud- 
denly, say the weather-wise, to be of long continu- 
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ance or of great severity. So mote it be. Jack has 
apparently been frightened away ever since the ram 
was talked about, for he did not once show his grim 
and forbidding face in this latitude during the last 
winter, and during this present winter he has simply 
decorated the window-panes once or twice to remind 
us that he still exists. 

After a careful inspection of this monster ex- 
ternally, I stepped aboard. We were met by the 
obliging engineer in charge, who invited us to examine 
every part of her, and who volunteered to answer 
all questions. The ring of the hammers of 250 work- 
men was nearly deafening at first, but in a short 
space it became music to my ear. It was a great 
relief to ears unavoidably filled with the talk and 
twaddle of pestering fools. The following information 
I gleaned after a running fire of questions : Her lenght, 
over all, is 131 feet; breadth of beam, 34 feet; depth 
of hold, 18 feet 9 inches. When she has on board 
her full supply of coal, etc., she will draw seventeen 
feet of water. She has double Bessemer steel plates 
seven-eighths of an inch thick, which, together with 
all the tremendous iron work, were finished at Motala. 
She has seven watertight compartments and four 
water-ballast tanks. Two boilers and an engine of 
750-horse power will send her ahead like an avalanche. 
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She cost, in round figures, i?16,lll. Electricity will 
light her on her way. 

The ichthyologists have been hammering away 
at the herring question. They are obliged to confess 
that the behavior of these gentry of the vasty deep 
is quite unaccountable. They had cut the coast of 
Norway and Sweden for years, and now they have 
returned in swarms. Why they should stay away so 
long, and why they should come back now, are 
questions which have caused these enthusiastic spe- 
cialists to Ue awake o' nights and to hold frequent 
and learned consultations. Meanwhile, they can't get 
a word of satisfaction out of the herring. Like a 
naughty boy, he won't tell where he has been, what 
he did when he was there, when he is going again, 
or how long he proposes to stay. »Dash your sci- 
ence !» he says. »When you can tell me what a 
fish will do when his back is up you may announce 
it to the marines, who are anxious to acquire further 
knowledge of our habits, and are willing to pay for 
it. Perhaps we've been hunting for the north pole, 
or escorting a strayed and friendly seal or two to 
their homes in Alaska, or looked in upon New York 
or Boston, just for a flyer— perhaps, but I'll never 
tell. » While the ichthyologists are speculating myriads 
of herring are daily surrendering to the hardy and 
industrious fishermen, who, when an easterly wind 
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blows, make astonishing and tremendous hauls. The 
Swedes have not been well up in the matter of 
curing — indeed, far behind the Americans, and even 
the slow-going English. But they have imported a 
large number of men from England, whose skill as 
picklers will doubtless save the little shiners from 
rot and ruin. 
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XIII. 

DINNER WITH A COUNT — A COUNTRY WHERE TITLES HAVE 
A MEANING— NATIONAL POLITENESS — THE PRETTY 
COUNTESS — BARON NORDENSKJOLD. 

Gothenburg, Jan. 1883. 
It seems but yesterday that I sent holiday greet- 
ings to the readers of the Daily News, and called 
for three and a tiger for the bouncing, rosy-cheeked 
baby, 1882. I stand now, tearfully looking into the 
newly-made grave of the youngster who promised so 
much, and for whom I bespoke good words and 
kindly, charitable consideration. That he has dealt 
bountifully with the Daily News I know from the 
many good reports which the wild winds and waves 
of the Atlantic cannot prevent reaching my ears. 
That he has not been ungracious to me, mens sana 
in corpore sano abundantly testify, and joyful as I 
am over this new addition to the ever-increasing 
family of years, the baby must continue to remain 
unnoticed in the nursery until my tears are dried, 
^nd my habiliments of woe are worn threadbare in 
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memory of a dear, lost, never-to-be-forgotten friend. 
For you I can only repeat the good wishes expressed 
in my last holiday letter, a year since, and for your 
readers the hope that they may continue to enjoy 
the enviable privilege of having the Daily News left 
at their doors morning and evening during the ensuing 
365 days. 

»From grave to gay, from lively to severe,* ad- 
mirably condenses and summarizes my daily experi- 
ences in Stockholm. As I have already pointed out 
in my letters, the Swedes are hospitable to a degree 
unmatched in my rather extensive travels. The Swede 
dines you, wines you, and entertains you generally, 
with no hope or expectation of a return of his utterly 
unselfish courtesies, and he has a deft way of caus- 
ing you to feel all this, which, you must admit, suc- 
cessfully done, requires the possession on the part 
of the host of the most consummate tact. You come 
to him with a card or a letter from somebody of 
whom he thinks well, and directly his doors are 
thrown open, his house and all therein contained are 
yours for the time being, and he has never a thought 
of or a feeling concerning you, beyond your stay, 
except to wish you well most sincerely, and quite 
as sincerely to hope that your shadow may darken 
his threshold and your presence illumine his home 
very soon again. I was also honored while in Stock- 
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holm with an invitation to dine with the count and 
countess X. 

The title Count in Sweden possesses a signifi- 
cance and an importance which, I think, does not 
attach to it in any other country of Europe. It indi- 
cates very high rank, and presupposes the existence 
of all the virtues and accompUshments which should 
follow in its train. In France, and more particularly 
in Italy, a count is, in nine cases out of ten, a che- 
valier d' Industrie, as very many pretty but duped 
American girls can testify. They are steeped in po- 
verty, loaded with debt, and trained to swindle. The 
Swedish count is, in all the relations of life, a thorough 
gentleman. As everybody knows who is at all ac- 
quainted with Swedish life and character the lines 
are very sharply drawn, socially, in Sweden, and a 
wide and impassable gulf separates the titled from 
the untitled. And so it comes to pass that caste, 
with its front of iron barring the way of young and 
ambitious spirits to high social and political position, 
is peopling your northwestern country with an intel- 
ligent and sinewy race of men who will some day 
be your masters if you do not take good care. The 
social proscription in Sweden extends to Swedes 
alone. The foreigner, titled or untitled, it matters 
not, properly accredited, is sure of the warmest pos- 
sible reception, and is bound to be entertained to 
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his full bent. In his case caste is forgotten, and to 
make his stay pleasant, by actual experiment to measure 
his capacity for Swedish punch, to know precisely 
how many banquets he can attend and participate 
in without being found under the table by the butler 
in the morning, and without being put to the neces- 
sity of sending for his physician — these are some of 
the ambitions of the Swedish host. 

But I am permitting my dinner, or rather the 
Count X.'s dinner, to grow^ cold. Baron von B., of 
Berlin, had kindly given me a note of introduction 
to the Countess X., expressing the hope that she 
would so far trouble herself as to introduce me to 
her husband and shield an innocent like myself from 
the perils w^hich w^ere sure to environ me in gay 
Stockholm. The countess, a young and most char- 
ming lady, rushed forward after reading the Baron's 
note, with both hands extended, and with a warmth 
and cordiality that caused me to feel like a long-lost 
brother. Really, those teeth of pearl, those cheeks 
of pink, and those eyes of blue, shattered into ever- 
lasting fragments the carefully memorized compliments 
and sweet nothings which I had arranged as preli- 
minaries to costly and fragrant bouquets and boxes 
of bon-bons, whose like could only be found in the 
confectioneries which line the boulevards of Paris. 
I was as dumb as a bluepoint oyster, and, unhke 
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him, the knife had not yet been fabricated which 
could open my mouth. I was an American, of course — I 
remember distinctly having confessed that much. I 
believe I said that President Arthur was enjoying his 
usual excellent health, and that I liked the Swedes 
awfully, with a shy look into the blue and laughing 
eyes. »Yes, you must like us because we like you 
so much, you know.» I reciprocated the kindly 
feeling to the full extent of my ability, which, in 
circumstances of great embarrassment, is extremely 
limited. 

Of course I promised to dine with the Countess, 
who would present me to her husband, and have 
some friends to meet me the evening following. And, 
mon ami, that was a dinner as is a dinner. It see- 
med as it all the birds of the air had been bidden 
to help enrich the feast, and had loyally »gone to 
pot» in response to the invitation. The vasty deep 
had sent its choicest representatives to do honor to 
the festive board, and the reeking and juicy joints 
spoke eloquently of the fresh fields and rich pastures 
in which they had been fed and fattened. I am 
bound to say, in a manly effort to speak the exact 
truth, that a pretty Swedish woman is not often met 
with in Sweden. I know it is not at all gallant to 
say thus much, but the statement is, nevertheless, in 
exact accordance with the fact. My hostess was a 
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striking exception to the rule, and, on this occasion, 
looked, if possible, even more radiant and more lovely 
than on the previous evening, when she had quite 
overwhelmed me with the unaffected and exuberant 
cordiality of her welcome. 

The Swedish men and gentlemen are, as a rule, 
singularly handsome, and polite in the extreme. A 
peasant of the lowest order never passes a fellow- 
peasant without a polite lifting of the hat. It matters 
not whether they meet in the highway or the field; 
in the midst of all their hurry and toil this mark of 
deference one for the other is never forgotten. I 
remember very well when Miss Thursby was in Goth- 
enburg last winter, as she stood at my window, which 
commands a view of the entire length of the prin- 
cipal street in the city, her musical laugh as she 
stood watching the crowds coming and going, and 
her calling to me to »come and see this!» I stepped 
to the window and asked her what she had seen 
which so excited her risibilities." »Why,» said she, 
»see those peasants in blouses walking in the middle 
of the street, taking off their hats to each other !» 
»Yes,» I answered, »thas is nothing unusual; it is 
the custom of the country. » She could scarcely 
believe it more than an affectation, but when, shortly 
after, she found that the custom was fast rooted in 
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genuine politeness she expressed her admiration of 
and warm liking for it. 

But again I find myself wandering widely and 
far from the table of my hospitable host. The guest 
who interested me, par excellence was the ci devant 
Professor, now Baron, Nordenskjold. The name is 
apalling when you look at the letters which compose 
it. For those ot your readers who are not well up 
in their Svenska let me say that the name of the 
distinguished Arctic explorer is pronounced as if 
spelled Nordenshold. A most genial and accomplished 
gentleman he is but I could not, although for the 
<3ause of science I made an heroic effort, entirely 
escape the conviction that the illustrious baron is 
just the least bit inflated in view of his well-earned 
and liberally accorded and acknowledged honors. I 
enjoyed a protracted and interesting conversation with 
him, in the course of which he alluded with consid- 
erable enthusiasm to his late visit to the United 
States. He is confident in the belief that the north 
pole will be reached, and that either the stars and 
stripes or the cross of Sweden will first float from 
that imaginary standard. He is prepared to lead an 
expedition at any moment, once furnish him with the 
proper outfit and the requisite ducats. 

In the society of people altogether so charming 
you can readily imagine that the moments flew as 
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upon wings of the wind, and that the small hours 
were upon me when I started to my feet and stam- 
mered an apology for my rudeness in remaining so 
late. To the lovely hostess who followed me alone — 
alone, mind you — out into the clear and brilliant 
moonlight, I could not refrain from supplementing 
my oft-repeated but now positively last good-night, 
with the words: 

»Ah! who with clear account regards 
The ebbings of his glass. 

When all its sands are diamond sparks 
That dazzle as they pass.» 
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XIV. 

THE KINGS REGARD FOR CONSTITUTIONAL LAW. FACTS 
CONCERNING THE NORWEGIAN PARLIAMENT. CELE- 
BRATING THE POET bellman's BIRTHDAY IN HAS- 
SELBACKEN GARDENS. 

Gothenburg, Jan. 1883. 
Had you been in Stockholm at the time you 
would, of course, have driven over with me to Has- 
selbacken. As it happened, I was the solitary tenant 
of the smart-looking drosky which conveyed me to 
the famous gardens. All Stockholm, with its depen- 
dencies, turned out on the day of my visit because 
it was the anniversary of the birth of the Swedish 
poet. Bellman. You would like to know, I suppose, 
first of all, what Hasselbacken is, and what it looks 
like. Three miles distant from Stockholm, on the 
southerly bank of the wide and picturesque stream 
which flows through that most delightful of capitals, 
you will see as you sail, or as you drive, on a thickly 
and handsomely wooded slope the cluster of attrac- 
tive buildings, and the charming grounds which con- 
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stitute this famous restaurant and pleasure resort. It 
is not a beer-garden as you know and understand 
beer-gardens in America. The restaurant, which is 
immense in size, and which is cut up into rooms, 
superbly furnished and upholstered, of every shape 
and dimension, is quite as fine and quite as swell 
in every particular as the famous establishment of 
Delmonico in New York. You may dine on the bal- 
cony, and watch the crowds below and the lazy craft 
as they float in the stream, or you may retire to 
cosy quarters where peering eyes cannot discover 
you, and where you may flirt without fear, although 
not always without detection, for the imagination, 
pushed on by envy, will force an entrance through 
doors doubly bolted and barred, and you may chance 
to find yourself, the day after, the hero of a tre- 
mendous amour, with all its harrowing details trum- 
peted in the public and private ear. 

The name of Michael Bellman is one, the mention 
of which excites the enthusiasm of the Swedes. He 
apparently grows in popularity with the lapse of years, 
and it is quite safe to say that he has more readers 
and admirers to-day than he ever had before. He 
was born in Stockholm in the year 1740, and the 
humble tenement in a southern suburb of the capital, 
opposite the church of Saint Maria, wherein he first 
saw the light, bears an inscription announcing the 



Digitized 



by Google 



148 RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 

fact. The picturesque grounds in and about Hassel- 
backen were his favorite resort, and there his friends 
gathered about him in crowds, and were rapt liste- 
ners to the immortal lyrics which he sang to the 
melodious accompaniment of the rude and now for- 
gotten cithern. An old and wide-spreading oak which 
towers far above its neighbors is still pointed out to 
the traveler as the tree beneath whose protecting 
shade he »fluttered round the base of the hill» of 
Parnassus, relinquishing to more daring spirits the 
effort to climb to heights forever sacred to epic 
song. A Swedish artist of conspicuous merit has 
made a model of the poet, somewhat idealized. I 
am told, that the lucky proprietor of Hasselbacken 
has had it cast in bronze and mounted upon a handsome 
pedestal of granite, hard by the old oak whose shadow 
falls lovingly upon the noble brow of the famous 
bard as the sun sinks to rest behind the surrounding 
hills. The crowds in and about Hasselbacken, on 
the day of which I write, were simply immense. 
Stockholm turned out en masse to do honor to the 
memory of the dead poet. A very cloud of flags 
and memorial banners floated in the air, and wine, 
which he did not despise in his lifetime, fairly flowed 
in rivulets around the base of his bronze effigy He 
was a wag and a wit, and a great favorite of the 
sovereign of his time, for whose diversion and en- 
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tertainment he was invited to take up his abode in 
the royal palace. 

Many are the amusing anecdotes which the Swedes 
are fond of recaUing and relating, and which are 
at once illustrative of the quality of his genius and 
his simple character. You will indulge me, I am 
sure, in recounting one which is thoroughly well 
vouched for as authentic. It appears that one day, 
while dining with the king, Bellman displeased his 
majesty by indulging in some very keen thrusts at 
the royal person. The poet was immediately dis- 
missed the palace and warned to instantly depart 
from his majesty's dominions. An hour or so later 
Bellman was discovered by one of the chamberlains 
seated, cithern in hand and singing, on the summit 
of a heap of manure in the vicinity of the royal 
stables. The king was informed of the fact and di- 
rectly repaired to the scene. 

»Did I not tell you,» he angrily asked, »to in- 
stantly leave my dominions and never to return 
again? » 

»Yes, your majesty, » responded the witty bard, 
and pointing to the heap of offal upon which he 
was seated, continued: »Is this a part of your ma- 
jesty's dominion?* The wit of the poet saved him, 
and he was re-established in the royal household 
and the royal favor. 
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In my letter which was printed in the morning 
and evening editions of the Daily News on the 14th 
day of November last, I touched rather lightly upon 
the subject of the political relations existing between 
Sweden and Norway. That portion of the letter, I 
find, has been rather extensively copied and com- 
mented upon, and not always with that degree of 
fairness which one might, not without reason, expect 
from the public press. I did not, as you will bear 
me witness, approach the subject in a controversial 
mood. What I wrote was written with the purpose 
of imparting information touching a matter which 
seems to be shrouded in ignorance, and therefore, 
beclouded by misrepresentation. I have neither the 
time nor the inclination to notice these newspaper 
statements and criticisms, but proceed at once to 
grapple with the voluntary and apparently unsolicited 
contribution to the literature of the subject from the 
pen of a violent Norwegian partisan, Mr. Hjalmar H. 
Boyesen. His letter upon Scandinavian politics, de- 
liberately and carefully penned, appeared one fine 
day in November last in the columns of Horace 
Greeley's noted newspaper. Why Herr Boyesen in- 
flicted the public with his wilful misrepresentations 
and unmanly insinuations it is quite difficult to un- 
derstand, unless it be, perchance, the pleasure which 
it afforded him to see his name as the draggling tail 
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of a very silly epistolary kite. If Mr. Boyesen's gi- 
gantic prejudices and colossal bitternesses could pos- 
sibly be eliminated from his character and composi- 
tion, the pubUc might expect something from him 
worthy of the subject, and which would materially 
add to its stock of knowledge, for he is a man some- 
what clever with his pen when his vanity consents 
for a time to be appeased and when the topic upon 
which he discourses is so notorious that downright 
falsehood can be readily detected. 

The Norwegian parliament, or storting (storthing 
is the antiquated and obsolete method of speUing), 
is elected in its entirety by the people for the term 
of three years, and is composed of 114 members. In 
order that candidates for popular suffrage may be 
eligible, it is a pre-requisite that they reside within the 
electorate. The storting, directly it has assembled, elects 
one-fourth of its members to form what is styled the 
lagting, and the remaining three-fourths constitute the 
committee styled the odelsting. These two bodies, 
while deliberating separately, are in no sense assemblies 
as the word is understood in the United States. They 
are mere committees, so constituted for the purpose 
of facilitating the transaction of business, and are 
one assembly. The odelsting is composed exclusively 
of allodial proprietors, and all propositions having 
for their object the modification or amendment of 
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the fundamental law of the land must be moved first 
in the odelsting, and, if approved, it goes to the 
lagting for its sanction. If it is rejected in the lag- 
ting, it is remitted to the odelsting with the objections 
of the former, and its proposed amendments. If these 
are not accepted on the second reading in the odels- 
ting, the proposition as it originally came before the 
odelsting, is sent back to the lagting, and, if again 
rejected, it is brought before parliament, the storting, 
or, the two committees in joint session as a legislative 
body. Then, after unlimited discussion, if two-thirds 
of the whole number of members approve, the mea- 
sure becomes law, and not otherwise. 

The king's ministers are not admitted to the 
discussions of the storting. About ten years ago the 
government proposed that the ministers of state should 
take part in its deliberations upon certain conditions, 
to wit: that the government should have the right, 
which it does not now possess, of dissolving the 
storting at will, and of appealing, in the event of 
parliamentary defeat, to the country for a new elec- 
tion; that a retiring councillor of state should be 
pensioned, and that the salaries of members of par- 
liament should be restricted to a certain fixed sum 
in order that the sessions of that body might not be 
unnecessarily prolonged. The king's conditions were 
not acceded to. He has since learned from Wash- 
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ington that to limit a member's pay does not neces- 
sarily limit his wind, and, I understand, that condition 
will not be insisted on. Now, the majority of the 
storting makes the following counter proposition: 
That the former decision of that body, to the effect 
that the king does not possess the right of absolute- 
veto in questions affecting the fundamental law of the 
land, shall be declared null and void, thus leavings 
so far as parliament is concerned, the whole question 
undecided in nubibus, as it were; that the council- 
lors of state shall be admitted to the debates of the 
storting; that the government shall have the right of 
dissolving parhament; that pensions shall be granted 
to retiring councillors of state, and that they shall 
be eligible to election to the storting in every district 
of Norway, provided that the king consents to a 
complete change of ministry, both in its personnel 
and politically, eliminating utterly the conservative- 
element of the realm, and substituting therefor a 
moiety of moderates and a leaven of liberals. It is 
quite clear to any unprejudiced mind that the office- 
seeking hounds are in hot pursuit of the fox, and 
that the fox is, by far, too wary and too fleet of 
limb for the ill trained and rambling pack. 

The question as to whether the king has the 
right to interpose his veto in the matter of encroach- 
ments affecting the fundamental law is, it may be^ 
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admitted, contestable. The king, himself, so regarded 
it and, as I pointed out in a previous letter, when 
the subject was first brought to his notice he appeal 
ed at once to the Supreme court and to the juri- 
dical faculty of the university, the highest judicial 
authorities in the land, for their opinion, and both 
these learned bodies decided that the sovereign pos- 
sessed the right to say yea or nay to every act of 
the storting. The liberal or revolutionary party main- 
tains that the subject of veto is not mentioned in 
the constitution, and that the latter was elaborated 
in 1814, upon the basis of statutes such as the con- 
stitutions of Spain, of Batavia, and of France, of 1791, 
wherein the sovereignty ot the people was proclaimed 
as the supreme principle, and the right of veto was 
denied the king. The conservatives, or what I must 
consider the law abiding party, maintain that, in the 
absence of expressed or even implied prohibition in 
the constitution, the right of veto is inherent in the 
sovereign and that the contrary view is absurd. To 
my mind the whole business is ridiculous, and you 
may be very sure that if the ambitious statesmen of 
Norway had not this little bone to fight over they 
would straightway unearth another and that the howl- 
ing and yelping of to-day would be as utter silence 
compared with the horrible din with which they 
would, forthwith, proceed to fill all the air. All the 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 156 

world knows this particular part of Scandinavia as the 
kingdom of Sweden and Norway; that to that king- 
dom envoys extraordinary and ministers plenipoten- 
tiary are accredited by every respectable power in 
Christendom. The ministers of Sweden and Norway 
are accredited to foreign courts and the king's official 
acts are in the name and as the ruler of Sweden 
and Norway. But the Norwegians have quite a dif- 
ferent way of putting it. Across the line the order 
is reversed, and it is Norway and Sweden. The of- 
ficial acts of the protesting parliament are so entitled 
and the Norwegian revolutionist considers himself 
most grossly insulted if you happen, in your conver- 
sation, to mention Sweden first. I fancy that Chris- 
tian, the Dane, was not as mild-mannered a man as 
is Oscar II., and it is a blessed thing for Norway 
that it is so, and that it is governed by a king whose 
wisdom and forbearance save it from the folly, nay, 
madness of its aspiring patriots. 

I yield to no man in my admiration of the sterl- 
ing qualities which distinguish the people of Norway 
and I write and feel warmly because I have seen, 
in my own country, a gallant and chivalrous people 
led on to destruction and death by the most reckless 
junta of demagogues that ever cursed the earth. 
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XV. 

DROTTNINGHOLM AND ULRICSDAHL. BEAUTIFUL GARDENS 
— A CHINESE PALACE — REMINISCENCES OF DEPART- 
ED KINGS —TOUGHING MEMENTOES OF A RULER 
THE CROWN PRINCESS OF DENMARK. 

Gothenburg, Feb. 1883. 
I awoke, the morning after my frolic at Hassel- 
backen, with an aching head. Confused recollec- 
tions of vast crowds; of the poet Bellman; of the 
old oak beneath whose wide-spreading branches he 
sat and sung; of Swedish punch; of the Baltic, with 
its picturesque and white-winged craft; of music and 
song; of an unsteady drosky which bore me to my 
hotel; of a bed which vainly endeavored to elude 
me, crowded my distracted brain as I looked from 
my window out into the bright sunhght and across 
the swiftly flowing stream, where the beautiful flag 
of Sweden floated over the palace of her kings. 
The day had been as delightful as it was profitable 
in affording me an opportunity to study the charact- 
er and observe the manners and customs of the 
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people. If, as I believe, the spirits of the departed 
fill all the air about us, Michael Bellman must have 
been supremely happy when he saw, from an early 
hour in the morning until the shadows deepened 
into darkness, the admiring throngs who came to 
take a peep at the old oak, and then gathered lov- 
ingly and admiringly around his bronze effigy. Still 
happier must he have been when the superb mili- 
tary band played the exquisite melodies which, from 
time to time, have been composed for him, in me- 
moriam, and which were most enthusiastically applau- 
ded by the multitude, and when, finally, the vast 
assemblage in Hasselbacken gardens arose spontan- 
eously and as one man and cheered, until they 
were hoarse, his revered and immortal name. 

Bellman is to Sweden what Burns is to Scot- 
land and both will be remembered and loved while 
the widely difi'erent languages in which they spoke 
and wrote convey ideas from man to man, and tell, 
the one to the other, of the sorrows which depress 
and the joys which enliven. To close the shop and 
the counting-house for the day, and for such a pur- 
pose as this, I said to myself, is a good thing for a 
people to do, and demoralization and decay are far 
removed from the nation that cherishes a fond and 
lively recollection of the lofty spirits whose refining 
genius has helped to brighten our shadowed lives. 
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and has shed luster upon their native land. It is 
an unalloyed pleasure to me to recall the vast crowds 
which on that day swarmed to Hasselbacken. There 
was neither riot nor rumpus; there was no drunk- 
enness, and there were no unseemly brawls, and 
the spirit of the dead poet apparently animated every 
one and supervised the festivities which transpired 
in his honor. In assemblages of this character the 
Swede enjoys himself quite as much as the German, 
but is much less boisterous. He never forgets that 
he is a gentleman, and that some self-restraint and 
donial are necessary in order to the proper main- 
tenance of that character. While he yields to no 
nationality in his power to punish beer, punch, and 
ardent spirits generally, he at the same time yields 
to no one in his capacity to preserve his self-respect. 
While I always watch Hans at the beer garden with 
unmixed delight, still Hans will admit, when closely 
questioned, that he is just the least bit uproarious 
after he has disposed of a keg or two of Milwaukee 
lager. 

But this is my last day in Stockholm, at least 
for the present, and I must finish my coffee and 
eggs so that I may visit and tell you something of 
its remaining attractions. The palace of Drotfning- 
holm is but thirty-five minutes' distant by steamer, 
and we will first look in upon that charming sum- 
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mer residence of Oscar II. The drive from Stock- 
holm to Drottningholm along Malar lake and through 
dense pine forests is a most charming one of seven 
miles and a little better. I took the steamer to the 
palace and drove back to the capital. Drottningholm 
is situated on the Malar lake, a feeble description 
of whose charms has already been given. This is 
another creation of the famous Count Tessin, and, 
I believe, is the largest and most attractive of all 
the summer palaces, at least, of all that I have seen, 
and, I believe, I have seen the best of them. Here 
the royal family pass the summer months after the 
return of the king from Norway, whither he goes 
every spring in obedience to a provision of the con- 
stitution of that unsettled and rebellious country. 
The palace itself is very large, and the grounds and 
gardens extensive and exquisitely beautiful. 

Here Gustavus III. loved to while away the 
hours, and Oscar I., the father of the present king, 
passed the happiest days of his life. Both these 
monarchs added largely to its attractions, and ex- 
pended vast sums of money in its embellishment. 
Mount Vernon, on the Potomac, is not more retired 
and quiet, and the fancy of the present king for it 
is not to be wondered at when you remember his 
modest ways and scholarly tastes. Portraits of all 
the sovereigns of Europe contemporaneous with Oscar 
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I. adorn its walls, in addition to a multitude of 
paintings by the first artists of Europe. As at Grips- 
holm castle, so here, Gustavus III. constructed a 
bijou theater, whose boards he trod as ati actor 
whenever the whim moved him. 

As I stepped into the grounds from the palace, 
I was amazed at the beauty of the scene. The sta- 
tuary, the bronzes, the long lines of Hnden, the art- 
istically trained and abundant shrubbery, the gar- 
dens—Italian, not French, Mr. Murray — recalled most 
vividly the superb surroundings of the rent and ruin- 
ed palace of Versailles, which went down under a 
^torm of German shot and shell. Who would not 
be a king, I thought, as I sauntered along, listening 
to the hum of the bees over head, and inhaling the 
fragrance of the wilderness of flowers at my feet. 
I looked in upon the famous Chinese palace, in a 
remote part of the grounds, a creation of Adolphus 
Frederick, and a veritable curiosity. Every article 
of furniture and every piece of ornamentation are 
importations from China. One can readily imagine 
himself in Pekin or Canton, and the almond-eyed, 
pig-tailed celestials are alone necessary to perfect 
the illusion. 

I enjoyed my drive back to Stockholm quite 
as much as I did the sail in the morning. The pine 
forests, the fields of waving grain, the enchanting 
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bays and inlets of Malar lake, made up a succession 
of charming pictures which I imagine would delight 
the eye of an artist, and, I know, stirred the enthu- 
siasm of a traveler. After luncheon at my hotel in 
Stockholm, I chartered a drosky to convey me to 
Ulricsdahl. The palace of Ulricsdahl is particularly 
associated with the name of Charles XV., because 
he preferred it to Drottningholm, and, indeed, to all 
the summer palaces, and besides it was his private 
property. It is on the Baltic, and the steps of the 
palace sweep down to the water's edge. I beg you 
to remember that the name of Charles XV.is parti- 
cularly dear to the Swedes. He was the brother of 
and the immediate predecessor of the present king, , 
and was immensely popular throughout the country. 
He was not only a wise and excellent sovereign, 
but he was also the sort of man whom we describe 
in America as a »good fellow. » That quality, in a 
man or a monarch, these Northmen are not slow to 
recognize and reward with their affection. He was 
a Swede from the crown of his head to the soles 
of his feet, and when he returned in a moribund 
condition from the German baths he begged his at- 
tendants to carry him across from Copenhagen to 
Malmo, that he might die on Swedish ground. His 
wish was gratified, and he had scarcely reached his 
hotel in the latter city when his rare spirit took its 

11 
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flight. The palace of Ulricsdahl is by no means so 
large as that of Drottningbolm, but it is very pretty 
in itself and in its surroundings. It remains to-day 
precisely as Charles XV. left it when he went to 
Germany in hopes of obtaining a cure of the mala- 
dies which afflicted him. I say it remains precisely 
as it was, but in the interest of truth the statement 
must be somewhat quaUfied. The present crown 
princess of Denmark is the daughter of Charles XV. 
and after the death of her father the palace was 
despoiled of many articles of vertu, of paintings and 
souvenirs of the dead king, by her order. The king 
was an amateur artist, and the paintings from his 
pencil still remaining in the palace possess no little 
merit. An unfinished landscape still stands upon the 
easel as he left it, the palette with colors and pen- 
cils are near it, and the chair also upon which he 
sat the day before he left his beloved Ulricsdahl 
fprever. These, to me, were very touching memen- 
toes of the dead monarch. He was a connoisseur 
in rare china, and although a portion of his invalu- 
able collection has been spirited away to Copenha- 
gen, many exquisite pieces remain to delight the eye 
and educate the taste of the traveler. The plain and 
extremely rude iron washstand of Charles XII., the 
equally simple bedstead upon which the great Gust- 
avus reposed when conducting his religious wars 
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in Germany, are pointed out, and curiously scanned 
and examined. 

Many a time and oft did the king, unknown to 
the visitors at the palace, and when the regular at- 
tendants happened to be engaged in other duties, 
volunteer, with the utmost willingness and polite- 
ness, to show them through the various apartments, 
carefully pointing out every object of interest, an- 
swering freely every question propounded, and only 
arousing suspicion as to his identity when the de- 
parting tourists tendered the customary fee for his 
services, and it was declined with thanks. Many a 
time and oft has he come here to Gothenburg when, 
wearied with importunity, exhausted with entertai- 
ning, disgusted with show and parade, he sought 
and found, in the hospitable and elegant home of a 
friend, that rest and relaxation which he needed and 
would have. On such occasions he invariably came 
incognito. Gothenburg generally was none the wiser 
for his visit, and, indeed, the governor of the pro- 
vince, always, of course, eager to entertain his mas- 
ter, knew nothing of the royal visit until the king 
was either on his way to or safely housed in the 
palace at Stockholm. It is a pleasure to write of 
such rulers as Charles XV., and it is a still greater 
pleasure to hear his name mentioned by noble and 
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by peasant, always with moistened eye and tremb- 
ling lip. 

I called my drosky, waving a benediction as I 
departed in the direction of the palace which the 
dead king loved so well, and bade the master of the 
ribbons hurry to Stockholm, as I wished to see the 
national museum and picture gallery before nightfall. 
But an hour or so remained to me after reaching 
the capital, and I made the most of my time. The 
building is a superb one, the pictures are numerous 
—those by native artists the best — and the relics 
and souvenirs most interesting and most valuable. 
To point out, in detail all these objects, and to 
sketch their history, would require the space of a 
volume of no ordinary size, and an amount of 
research for the result of which you have not room, 
and an historical knowledge for whose attainment 
life is altogether too short. The heroic kings and 
conspicuous heroes of Sweden, you may rest assu- 
red, are not forgotten in this superb exhibition of 
objects calculated to stir the national pride and en- 
thusiasm, and it is around these that the crowds 
gather and the greatest curiosity is manifested. Whether 
Charles XII. was assassinated or whether a Norweg- 
ian bullet fixed a period to his remarkable career; 
whether Gustavus III. was guilty of an illicit amour, 
and whether or no he deserved the tragic death 
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which he met in the opera house when waltzing 
with a fair countess; whether Gustavus Adolphus 
was actually killed by the Imperialists, or whether 
Francis Albert, of Lauenburg, egged on by and in 
collusion with Wallenstein, compassed the death of 
the great protestant warrior — these are some of the 
questions asked and speculations indulged in as the 
crowd sways backward and forward, and pauses to 
inspect this or that souvenir of the illustrious dead. 
I paused as I came upon the horse, stuffed, of course, 
and carefully preserved, which Gustavus rode upon 
the field of Llitzen. This, then, I said to myself, is 
the actual skin of the horse of which the eloquent 
historian of the » Thirty Years' War» has written, 
in describing a critical moment in the battle of Liit- 
zen, »His noble charger bore him (Gustavus Adol- 
phus) with the velocity of lightning across the tren- 
ches, but the squadrons that followed could not come 
on with the same speed, and only a few horsemen, 
among whom was Francis Albert, duke of Saxe- 
Lauenburg, were able to keep up with the king.» 
Bravo horse! Glorious kingl 
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XVI. 



a city built by noahs grandson — curious anti- 
quarian researches by gen. puffendorf to 
prove that magog founded the city of upsala 
— Sweden's greatest king — gustavus vasa's 

TOMB. 



Gothenburg, March 1883. 
There are very few travelers who go as far north 
as Upsala The majority prefers lingering at the ca- 
pital, or, after exhausting that and its multitude of 
attractions, go on their way rejoicing to the land of 
the Muscovite. Scholars, and men of letters generally, 
never pass through and out of King Oscar's domini- 
ons without first calling at the ancient capital to see, 
among other things, its famous university, its renowned 
and priceless library, its Cathedral and castle, and 
the tomb of Gustavus Vasa. Capt. Frankland, whose 
imagination rarely leads him astray, sa ys that he saw 
among other royal tombs in the Riddarholm church 
at Stockholm, that of the great Vasa. Whether the 
gallant captain wrote after an extra indulgence in 
Swedish punch, or after rolHng home from a dinner 
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with the hospitable and bibulous big-wigs at the cap- 
ital, he himself does not record, nor does a careful 
inspection of the annals of the time throw any light 
upon this interesting subject. I am bound to say, 
moreover, that for once, at least, that excellent and 
picturesque raconteur wandered widely from the fact. 
After Stockholm, Petersburg — we never call it St. 
Petersburg here; that would be most culpably pro- 
vincial—is the attraction for seventenths of those who 
visit the Northland and who do cities and countries 
in the notoriously ignorant and superficial way. 

You will be pleased, I fancy, to learn something 
of a city whose origin is lost in fable. The early 
Swedish historians have demonstrated, with a display 
of learning that is absolutely bewildering, and with 
an enthusiasm that is irresistible, the fact that after 
the universal deluge Sweden was the first country 
inhabited this side of the Mediterranean sea. The 
historians of other northern countries have failed in 
their researches to reach the period of the forty days* 
shower, and there has, consequently, been no end 
of historiographic farcemaking. These latter didn't, 
and wouldn't, beheve a word of it, and virtually said 
to the Swedish university dons that the story was a 
most excellent one with which to regale credulous 
mariners, and queried, it must be confessed with 
some point: »Why did the early inhabitants leave 
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the bright skies and balmy airs of the south for the 
deep snows and biting frosts of the north ?» Why, 
in other words, forsake a hospitable for an inhospit- 
able ehme? If, however, the pundits of other coun- 
tries hoped to drive the Swedes from their position 
by hurling a conundrum at them, they might have 
learned much of the peculiarities of the Scandinavian 
character by making a careful study of the habits of 
the American mule. But herr Gen. Samuel Puffendorf 
— clarum et venerabile nomen — seeing that his fel- 
low-countrymen, the promulgators and defenders of 
the first occupancy theory, were being subjected to 
a perfect hurricane, I may say a cyclone of shot and 
shell, without breastworks to protect, and without 
trenches in which they might crawl, their ammunition 
nearly exhausted, rides gallantly to the front at the 
head of his eager cohorts, unlimbers his guns, and 
at one terrible discharge leaves every man of the 
enemy dead or dying upon the field. The gallant 
and learned Puffendorff says that when the first prop- 
agator of mankind descended from Mount Ararat 
they dispersed into several parts of the world; that 
they possessed all a woman's curiosity in contempla- 
ting the heavenly bodies and in observing their phe- 
nomena; that those who went northward quickly 
observed that the summer sun did not approach so 
near the zenith as in other places; that in the winter 
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the sun was lower than elsewhere, and that, in fine,, 
the days were shorter in winter and longer in sum- 
mer than in the southern countries. As he justly ob- 
serves, curiosity might — why not, like a bold and 
dashing soldier, say did^? — move them to inquire- 
where the different heights of the sun and the in- 
equality of days and nights might terminate. In which 
view, says the gallant and learned Puffendorf, a cer- 
tain number of men mighX— mighty again — agree in 
a resolution to travel to the north until they could 
please themselves in so remarkable a discovery. 
What Herr Puffendorf means to say is that our earli- 
est forefathers and foremothers preferred to chase^ 
the north star and capture it, if possible, to settling 
quitely down to the ineffably vulgar business of potato 
digging and corn planting; that their ass-tral and 
ass-tronomical enthusiasm carried them as far, perhaps^ 
as the gulf of Bothnia, and that there, Neptune havings 
served them with an injunction, they gave over the 
pursuit, ceased to worry the north star, and made 
for themselves homes in what is now called Sweden. 
This is Gen. Puffendorfs hot shot. It is needless to- 
say that this terrific discharge ended the war. A 
truce was sounded, swords were sheathed on both 
sides, and the combatants retired in good order. 

I should not have entered into so minute an 
account of a conflict, which, when it raged, fairly 
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shook Europe to its center, did I not see through 
the lurid smoke, which still hangs over the field, the 
spires, and towers of Upsala, for Gen. Puffendorf, 
like a soldier, who understands his business, follows 
up the advantage which he has gained, and establishes, 
in a subsequent chapter, or chapters, beyond a perad- 
Tenture, the extreme antiquity of this ci-devant cap- 
ital, which we are this day to visit. If you follow 
me, you will needs be compelled to go down among 
the dead men, and into the »charnel house of tene- 
brous antiquity, » where prehistoric odors may offend 
delicate nostrils, and where the damp, dank atmos- 
phere, succeeding the deluge, may plant deeply and 
ineradicably in your system the seeds of that anti- 
quarian fever which is annually hurrying to an un- 
timely grave so many of our promising young men. 
It is not at all reasonable to suppose that you 
remember Magog— nor do I. But— and I have con- 
sulted the family tree — he was the son of Japheth 
and the grandson of Noah. This same Magog came 
to Gothland eighty-eight years after the deluge, and 
swayed the scepter over its people for an indefinite 
period. Magog subsequently migrated, and it seemed 
to be the chief business of his life to organize king- 
doms and leave a small army of sons and daughters 
behind him, wherever he went, to people them. This 
sort of thing was great sport in those pristine times, 
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and I can readily imagine that it might be made so 
now. 

He left five youngsters in Gothland. One of 
them, Gethar, whom the boys nicknamed »Gog,> from 
whose loins sprang the race yclept 'Goths,' and another 
who bore the euphonious name of Ubbo, who, the 
gallant and learned historian says, succeeded his 
eldest brother in the kingdom of Sweden 226 years 
after the deluge, and built the city of Upsal and 
called it after his name. Seel Rather an old town 
this same Upsala, to which we are going! Rather 
worthy than otherwise of your inspection and of mine, 
and of all sentient, thinking beings who do not 
rush from town to town, from city to city, and from 
country to country to see Cathedral spires, opera houses 
and horse races? 

It was about three hours after the delightful vis- 
ion of the royal palace and the royal standard which 
floated over it in Stockholm had faded away that I 
saw in the distance, as we rushed along, upon a 
lofty eminence, the dark, frowning, crumbling walls 
of the ancient castle of Upsala. This indicated the 
close proximity of the town. This latter has a popu- 
lation of from 12,000 to 15,000, and is now, and 
has been ever since the removal of the capital to 
Stockholm, a strictly college town, Hke^^illiamsto wn, 
the seat of Williams college, in Massachusetts, although^ 
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neither of these famous institutions of learning can 
lay claim to or display the same number of wrinkles 
and the same shock of white hair which lend respect 
to, and exact reverence for, this renowned university. 
But my first thought as I alighted at the railway 
station, after I had »converted the slenderest twinkling 
reflex of my eyesight » to my surroundings, was of 
our old friends, Magog and Ubbo. They had failed 
to send a carriage for me, and, as there were ladies 
in the party, I was not only disappointed but mor- 
tified. I inquired of the station master if he knew 
Gen. Ubbo? »Generalwho?» »Ubbo, Ubbo,» I repeated. 
»Don't know him,» was the reply; »what sort of look- 
ing man is he?» I said that as nearly as I could 
recollect, when I last saw him, he was about seven- 
teen feet high, with blue eyes, blonde whiskers and 
mustache, and wore little else beside his skin. He 
looked at me as if he thought he had encountered 
an escaped lunatic, and shot through the door like 
an agitated cat with a red-hot dog in pursuit. We 
must get back to our mutton, however, or it will 
grow cold. A queer, quaint, irregular, venerable 
specimen of a town 1 The houses are of that indes- 
cribable style that the architects who flourished in 
the time of Noah might have designed them. I am 
not quite certain but that some musty, thousand year- 
old, curiously illustrated copy of the scriptures which 
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contained, among other cuts, an accurate represen- 
tation of the ark, was consulted, and that the famous 
launch was freely used in modeling these tenements 
of Upsala. They call the ways through which pil- 
grims saunter and carts rattle, streets, but it is very 
clear to my mind, from their narrowness and meander- 
ing character, that they were originally cowpaths, and 
that these curious structures have sprung up on either 
side as do briers and brambles along a country road. 
The Gargantua of the town is the vast Cathedral, 
whose walls and towers spring high in the air and 
lord it over the little hamlet in the loftiest possible 
way. Its predecessor, which stood in the old town, 
succumbed to the flamein s 1246, and every trace 
and vestige of it have long since disappeared. Waving 
grass and rank weeds mantle the spot where incense 
rose and sacrifices were offered. Here, as every- 
where, pious, self-sacrificing monks were the pioneers 
in religion, and the deputed iconoclasts of the blessed 
Savior annihilated forever that spawn of heathendom, 
»To the unknown God!» Long since the forms of 
worship peculiar to the church of Rome disappeared 
from Swedish churches and cathedrals, but the ever- 
lasting cross which these saintly monks bore upon 
their bosoms to this chill and inhospitable country 
gleams above their altars, and is the first object 
which the sun, in his diurnal round greets and kisses 
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as he rises above the neighboring hills. The present 
cathedral is in the Gothic style of architecture, except 
its two rather insignificant towers, which are of the 
Doric order, and its foundations were laid in the 
middle of the thirteenth century. It is said to have 
been modeled after the church of Notre Dame, in 
Paris, but, although I have visited the latter edifice 
many times, I failed to see the resemblance or where 
the reputed modeling begins and ends. It is, like 
the Riddarholm church, a glorious tomb, and one 
instinctively uncovers and hushes his voice to a 
whisper as he passes its wide and lofty portals. 
»Show me,» said I to the guide who led the way, 
»show me the tomb of Gustavus Vasa. » He beckoned 
me to follow him, and I obeyed mechanically and 
almost on tip-toe, that the deep and impressive silence 
which pervades the sacred precincts might not be 
disturbed. »There!» said he, pointing to an oblong 
monument of marble which stands in a private chapel. 
I feel very sure that my heart beat more quickly as I 
looked upon the sepulcher which covers the remains 
of this wonderful man. His figure, in marble, reposes 
between those of his queens, Catherine and Margaret, 
who also sleep the last sleep by the side of Sweden's 
greatest king. How little, thought I as I moralized, 
does one think of the mere kingly character when 
he stands face to face with dust such as this! A 
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crown for Gustavus Vasa? Get me a top to spin, 
or a jewsharp to make music withal! A simple in- 
scription on the tomb announces the facts that Gus- 
tavus Vasa, born in 1490, was chosen administrator 
of Sweden 1520, elected king 1523, crowned 1528, 
and died in 1560, in the 70th year of his age and 
in the fortieth of a glorious reign. There are several 
other inscriptions on the tomb, some of them quite 
indistinct, indeed, almost obliterated, among them a 
Latin epitaph in hexameter verse, and two genealogical 
tables in which the lineage of the great king and 
soldier, is traced to ancient northern princes. »As if,» 
says a writer, »his great virtues did not reflect 
luster upon, rather than borrow it from, the most 
conspicuous ancestry !» 

As the sun was setting and the shadows deep- 
ening, I left the cathedral and its great dead to 
themselves for the night, and, wrapped in thought, 
picked my way through the winding streets for refresh- 
ment and a night's rest at the httle inn at Upsala. 
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XVII. 

<5USTAVUS VASA AND LINN-EUS. A CALL TO ARMS — PA- 
TRIOTIC DALECARLIANS— -JOHN AND HIS QUEEN 
KATERINA — THE VAST CHARNEL-HOUSE OF UPSALA 

— A warrior's ignoble sons. Sweden's Wash- 
ington. 

Gothenburg, April 1883. 
Ten o'clock the morning following, after an un- 
-disturbed and dreamless sleep between the irreproach- 
able sheets of a most comfortable bed at the 
little inn at Upsala, found me again in the sunlit 
aisles of the vast cathedral of Sweden's ancient cap- 
ital. A silence, as deep and oppressive as that 
which pervades the chamber of death, forced me to 
pause and to look around and above me. Far aloft, 
over the wide and shadowed nave, sprung the arches 
beneath which kings and queens had been crowned, 
and which now canopied their tombs. War-worn, 
tattered, and shot-riddled banners, the unquestionably 
deserved decorations of royal and heroic dead, droop- 
ed mutely from projecting standards, proud sou- 
venirs of stormy times, when the Dane, the Musco- 
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vite, and the German bit the dust in the fierce and 
bloody onslaughts of Sweden's furious foemen. I 
fancied — for one's imagination needs neither whip 
nor spur amid such surroundings and in such pre- 
sence — that I heard the wild hurrahs of the gallant 
and patriotic Dalecarlian peasants, when Gustavus 
Erickson (Vasa), shaking the dust of Upsala from 
his feet, in deep disguise, hastened to that historic 
province, fired with a resolution to dethrone and de- 
stroy the Danish monster who had brutally murdered 
his aged father, hurled his mother and sisters into 
the vilest of dungeons, and reduced his fellow-coun- 
trymen to the condition of vassals and slaves. In 
my » mind's eye» I saw the noble form of the Swe- 
dish Washington and heard, in fancy, the sonorous 
voice which rang out like a trumpet in the valleys 
and upon the hillsides as he summoned them to 
arms amid thundering bravos and shouts of » Death 
to the Dane!» The story you know, and the world 
knows too well, to call for its repetition here. Swe- 
den owes quite as much to her great revolutionary 
leader as America owes to Washington, for I think 
it is not altogether too much to say that the Swe- 
des, to-day, would not be very far removed from 
the deplorable condition in which they found them- 
selves at the dawn of the Vasa revolution, the vas- 
sals and slaves of Christian the Tyrant, and his suc- 
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cessors to the purple in the castles of Elsinore and 
Copenhagen, and that pagan temples with disgusting 
sacrificial offerings to Odin and his pals, and family 
altars profaned by hideous idols and all the revolting 
mummery and trumpery of heathendom, would still, 
in rank and pestiferous growth, disfigure this historic 
and heroic Northland, which, under humanizing and 
christianizing influences, proudly points, in this year 
of grace, to the great men born and nurtured upon 
her soil, to her culture, refinement, and high civili- 
zation, had it not been for the cool, clear head, the 
eloquent and inspiring voice, and the strong arm of 
Gustavus Vasa. As a matter of fact, he was the first 
patent heathen god and idol extinguisher, and the 
first protestant king of Sweden. 

The second son of Vasa, John III., sleeps in a 
chapel hard by that in which the ashes of his great 
father are enshrined. He was crowned king in 1568. 
Of this monarch and his brothers, Eric, Magnus, and 
Carl, I had something to say in my letters which 
told you of my rambles in and about the castle of 
Gripsholm. He was the degenerate son of a noble 
sire, and, for that matter, so were his brothers, most 
decidedly. And just here, and while the subject is 
warm, will not one of your numerous readers, skilled 
in the science of biology, rise and inform me why 
it is that in nine cases out of ten the sons of noble 
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sires are depraved, degenerate, and utterly worthless? 
There was much of the savage in the composition 
of John, due, perhaps, in great measure, to the spirit 
and habit of the age in which he misruled ; certainly 
not inherited from the brave, just, and lofty soul 
whose conspicuous and only fault was that he con- 
sented, in a thoughtless moment, as an Emerald is- 
lander would put it, to become the father of his 
sons. At the same time, it must be remembered that 
one of them, Carl, afterw^ard Charles IX., deserved 
well of his country and of mankind for his alleged 
authorship of »Gustavus Adolphus.» John was what 
the Texas Sifting s would style a » queer cuss. » When 
he found it advisable to put out of his way forever 
his dethroned and imprisoned brother Eric, he, without 
any ado whatsoever, summoned his surgeon, and in- 
structed him to prepare a potion which, once judici- 
ously mixed with his potage, would plunge him into 
the endless and dreamless sleep. When a bishop 
or a minister had the temerity to attempt to thwart 
his wishes or his whims, he probed the intestines of 
the one with a pitchfork, and pierced the heart of 
the other with a dagger. A catholic to-day, and a 
protestant to-morrow, his kingdom was rent by war- 
ring religious factions, each angerly and selfishly 
intent on victory, and forgetting in their struggle both 
their church and their God. 
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Katerina Jagellonica, the Polish princess who 
afterward became the wife of this Swedish Moloc, 
and who, you will remember, shared the discomforts 
and disgrace, if such it was, of his prison life at 
Gripsholm, giving birth, while there, to Sigismund, 
afterward king of Poland, here enjoys the repose and 
surcease from sorrow and trouble which were denied 
her during the reign of her royal spouse. A splendid 
monument it is, indeed, which the demi-savage and 
uxorious John caused to be erected to the memory 
of his beautiful and accomplished queen; and, while 
it serves to recall her angeUc devotion in adversity, 
it also furnishes a leaf, in golden letters, from the 
history of the king's life, telling the story of an attach- 
ment, from its inception to its extinguishment in 
death, so tender and so passionate that one must 
needs seek its parallel in the regions of poetry and 
romance. 

My attention was next attracted to a plain slab 
of Swedish porphyry, and, drawing nearer, I read 
the inscription which it bears: »Carolo a Linncee, 
Botanicorum Principiy Amid et DiscipulL» This 
was a decided surprise to me, for I was not aware 
until that moment that the great botanist and natur- 
alist, Linnaeus, slept the last sleep in the cathedral of 
Upsala. But so it is, and I ascertained, upon in- 
quiry, that he was laid to rest witn even more than 
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regal honors. Celsius, the eminent naturalist, hist- 
orian, divinity professor, friend and patron of Linnaeus, 
when the latter, in his youth, struggled so heroically 
against adversity, says that, what all the scientific 
world knows so well, Linnaeus did not confine him- 
self to botany, but turned his attention to the inferior 
orders of the animal kingdom, a branch of knowledge 
in which he eminently excelled and which he was 
eager to prosecute from a circumstance that would have 
dampened the ardor of a less zealous inquirer. In 
endeavoring to form a collection of insects he was 
stung by the furia infernalis, a winged and poison- 
ous spawn of the marshes, and which, to-day, are 
not infrequent in the low-lying lands of Finland and 
the northern provinces of Sweden, the pain and 
swelling which resulted exciting the gravest apprehen- 
sions in the minds of the friends and admirers of the 
youthful enthusiast. As for Linnaeus, he remained 
quite as cool and imperturbable as would a south- 
ern donkey after receiving the compliments of a mule 
from both his hindermost hoofs, and, like his ebony 
brother, he was curious to know the nature of the 
insect with which he had colHded. Simply this, and 
nothing more. A careful scientific investigation of 
the phenomena attending the venemous sting was 
supplemented by that marvelous exposition and unfold- 
ing of the worm and insect world of which the pre- 
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ceding centuries knew little else than that it possessed 
feet, and crawled, and burrowed in the earth, while 
the other soared aloft on wings of gauze and peopled 
all the air. He illumined the entire animal kingdom 
as with an electric light, and his careful researches 
and masterly generalizations are the sure foundation 
stones upon which the structures of all succeeding 
truth-seeking and ambitious naturalists have been- 
erected. Consider, if you please, that he delved in 
darkness ; that no kindly explorer who had gone before 
furnished him a lamp to guide his feet withal; that 
he was forced to feel his way in and about the tor- 
tuous path which he had set out to traverse; that 
hunger gnawed at his vitals while he was expounding 
the unwritten laws of nature and interpreting chapter 
upon chapter of the history of the vast scheme of 
the universe — consider all these and you will exclaim, 
as did I, when I stood in reverent attitude by the 
side of his tomb: »Yea, verily, greater than kings 
art thou, herald and voice of the Omniscient I » 
The world at large is accustomed to speak and think 
of Linnaeus as the first and greatest of botanists, 
merely. The quality and distinction of being the 
pioneer, if not the greatest of naturalists, are » caviare 
to the general. » I think you will quite agree with 
me that our ancient and illustrious friend Charon, 
rarely, if ever, ferried across the seething river and 
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presented to his chum, the redoubtable and impartial 
Minos, the shades of two mortals more glorious in 
the flesh than those of Carl von Linne and Gustavus 
Vasa. It is eminently fitting that they sleep side 
by side. 

Distinguished scientists, men of letters, miUtary 
and naval heroes, bishops and archbishops, kings and 
queens are crowded together in this vast charnel- 
house. The doctors of divinity have so confused 
me, in their recent wranglings and disputations, that 
I am quite unable to say whether or no the riddle of 
existence and the perplexing mysteries of this round 
world have been solved by them. While, I dare say, 
the theologians of Princeton would unhesitatingly 
furnish you with an affirmative reply on the subject, 
I shrewdly conjecture that the weight of opinion is 
in entire accord with my own, that the illustrious 
defunct are quite indifferent to both, and that neither 
the doctrine of evolution et id omne genus, the blare 
of trumpets, the thunder of cannon, nor the trombone 
of Gabriel himself, will ever disturb their peaceful 
slumber. 

My task would be but half complete if I dis- 
missed this subject without a reference, as briefly as 
may be, to the family and the family tomb of the 
noble and now extinguished house of Sture. This 
will needs carry me back to the carroty-haired and 
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unblushingly brutal Eric XIV., the eldest son of Gus- 
tavus Vasa. The family of Sture was one of the 
oldest, if not the oldest, in Sweden, when the breakers 
of the revolution tossed upon the political strand the 
Hercules who was destined to become its heart and 
soul. Many courageous and able administrators, bear- 
ing this honored name, through succeeding genera- 
tions, by their patriotism, wisdom, and moderation, 
had so endeared themselves and their house to noble 
and peasant that the Count Svante Sture was every- 
where regarded, until the actual election of Vasa, as 
the coming savior of their country, and, in posse, 
their inevitable and unanimously chosen king. When 
Eric mounted the throne jealous of his brothers and 
haunted by groundless suspicions, this famous family, 
for a brief period in high favor with and ennobled 
by him, was, very shortly, especially singled out as 
the object of his unrelenting hatred and persecution. 
Suborned witnesses, prepared to swear to anything, 
from a conspiracy to murder the king, to a plot to 
dethrone the Sovereign of the universe, swarmed to 
Upsala at the mad monarch's bidding. Upon indict- 
ments under the first of these accusations. Count 
Svante Sture, and his sons, the Counts Eric and 
Nicholas, each as innocent of the charges as are you 
and I, were seized and thrown into dungeons beneath 
the royal palace, subjected to insult at their master's 
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command, even from the scullions who passed through 
the iron gratings food unfit for the consumption of 
beasts. When the news that his brother John^Jiad 
made good his escape from Gripsholm reached the 
ears of Eric his fury was boundless. Vengeance 
cried aloud for a victim, instanter, that the uncon- 
trollable rage which had seized upon him might be 
appeased. »TraitorI» he shouted, as he flung open 
the door of the dungeon in which Count Nicholas 
Sture was confined. The youth immediately flung 
himself at the feet of his king, in the vain hope of 
mollifying his terrible wrath. »Traitor!» again shrieked 
the brute, as, raising his dagger, and flourishing it 
wildly in the air for a moment, he stabbed the young 
count in the arm. The latter drew the dagger from 
the wound, and, after kissing it, presented it to the 
king. Again, undisturbed and unmoved by this touch- 
ing spectacle, the dagger gleamed above the madman's 
head, and again it pierced the body of the unfortu- 
nate young nobleman. Then, imagining his work 
not sufficiently well done, he commanded an attendant 
to enter the dungeon and add the finishing touch to 
this most ghastly and horrible murder. The father 
and remaining son were, shortly after this, dispatched 
in a similar manner in the cells where they lay rot- 
ting, but they were not honored by the dagger-thrusts 
of a king. The menials and hirelings of the royal 
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retinue were, in this business, the deputies of the 
crowned and bloody butcher. An assassin had stricken 
dowfi the last of the noble house of Sture, and the 
assassin was happy. 

Here, in a small chapel of the old cathedral, I 
came upon the tomb of the Stures. The old count, 
Svante, and the young counts, Eric and Nicholas, 
repose side by side in one sepulchre, erected by the 
widow and mother. Added to laudatory and explan- 
atory inscriptions in Latin hexameters, there is one 
in Latin prose, so touching to one familiar with the cir- 
cumstances surrounding their death, and cognizant of 
the absolute innocence of the victims, that it is quite im- 
possible to read the Hues without being moved to tears. 

»This is the burial place of the last remaining 
branch of the Stures, whose ancient and royal hneage 
was illustrated by Steno, Svante, and Steno, three 
successive administrators of Sweden, deservedly styled, 
for their merits and virtues, fathers of their country. 
But Svante, son of the later Steno, raised to the 
dignity of count at the coronation of Eric XIV., and 
his sons Nicholas and Eric, both eminent in war and 
peace, fell victims to a violent death on the 4th of 
May, 1568. All that w^as great and noble could not 
soothe the iron heart of their sovereign. Reader! if 
thou art not equally unfeeling, deplore the unmerited 
catastrophe of such exalted virtue. » 
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XVIU. 

THE government's CARE FOR ITS CITIZENS — CONTRACTS 
FOR TRANSPORTATION TO FOREIGN COUNTRIES — 
PROVISIONS, ACCOMMODATIONS, ETC. — THE RECENT 
MANDATE OF THE KING. — SWEDISH EMIGRATION. 



Gothenburg, April 1883. 
The question of emigration is getting to be a 
very serious one in Sweden. Now that Boreas has 
been supplanted by Zephyrus; now that the glacial 
period has yielded to the vivifying rays of an April 
sun; now that the ice embargo has been lifted from 
stream, lake, and river, and bursting bud and singing 
bird proclaim the advent of the ever glorious spring- 
time, Sweden is gracefully submitting to her regular 
and phenomenal surrender of stalwart youth and 
blooming maiden, of puhng infant and matured and 
sinewy manhood, who, radiant with high health and 
hope, and fortified by an invincible resolution, have 
said farewell forever to the fatherland. »Westward 
hol» is the inspiring legend emblazoned on the banner 
that floats from the masthead, and the rays of the 
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setting sun light up all there is of a future for these 
sturdy and adventurous Scandinavians. 

Standing, as it w^ere, in a lofty tower, whence 
I can look for off and away, America looms upon 
my vision like a vast ocean, into which uninter- 
rupted and resistless torrents are pouring from the 
north and the south, the east and the west, only to 
disappear and be lost in the immensity of its waters. 
The strong, steady tide has again set in from the 
north. It flows from the pineries, from the farms, 
and hamlets of Sweden and Norway, and coursing 
on, leaves in its wake the exhausted and arid plains 
of Denmark and Germany. It bears upon its bosom 
an argosy of the muscle, the bone, and the sinew, 
which are not only the glory of a nation, but its 
indispensable support in an emergency, and in which 
are centered its hopes of the future. Steamers, com- 
modious and comfortable, ply between Gothenburg 
and nearly all the ports of importance in the united 
kingdom and those of continental Europe. The 
largest and the best, however the most regular and 
punctual, are those which make the weekly trip from 
this city to Hull. At all seasons of the year they 
are heavily freighted with merchandise, more parti- 
cularly iron and steel, and at this season of the year, 
and, indeed, throughout the spring, summer, and 
autumn months they carry, in addition, at least 75 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN. 189 

per cent of all Swedish and Finnish emigrants book- 
ed for American ports. If my memory is not at 
fault, I pointed out the fact, in one of my earlier 
letters, that the favorite route was Gothenburg-Hull- 
Liverpool. The Gothenburg-Hull, or Wilson line, has 
a virtual monopoly of the carrying business betw^een 
Sweden and the north of England, and it is literally 
coining money. It secures also the cream of the 
summer travel, the fastidious cockney preferring to 
run up to Hull by rail to embarking on the Thames 
in the regular but decidedly inferior Anglo-Swedish 
steamers. The distance from London to Hull, horo- 
logically measured, is but four and one-half hours, 
while that from Hull to Gothenburg is but forty-eight 
hours. And, then, by the latter route, you will find 
at your disposal as large a room and as well ap- 
pointed, as good a table, and as many comforts alto- 
gether as you will enjoy on a transatlantic steamer, 
with the chances of not being half so badly shaken 
up by the way. Every transatlantic steamship line^ 
has its emigrant agents and runners in Sweden. So, 
also, have the American so-called trunk lines af rail- 
way, and these enterprising and persistent gentlemen 
scour the country as do sergeants recruiting for an 
army or commercial drummers and bummers in 
search of customers for the, not infrequently, exceed- 
ingly doubtful wares, and the still more doubtful 
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houses which they have the dishonor to represent. 
Every province in Scandinavia, and, for that matter, 
every hamlet, is thoroughly canvassed, and the superi- 
ority of the various lines and routes is dilated upon 
with an eloquence worthy of a western congressman 
after he has drunk deep at the bourbonian spring 
and has rolled up his sleeves preparatory to an ora- 

. torical descent upon »them effete Uropean dynasters.» 
Thus, the scream of the eagle is heard in the valleys 
and upon the hillsides, in the woodland depths and 
upon the wide-stretching plains of Sweden long before 
his splendid form and majestic sweep may arrest the 
enraptured vision of future barons in castles on the 
banks of the Des Moines and the Missouri. 

And, apropos of this subject — I mean emigration, 
not the eagle — a mandate was issued by the king last 

1 week, which I am very certain will be of interest to 
those who have already emigrated from Sweden to 
America, and of service to those contemplating emi- 
gration. It is well understood here that the changes 
in the Swedish emigrant law have been effected through 
the agency of the new steamship company, which, 
now thoroughly organized, is about starting a line, 
sailing fortnightly between Gothenburg and New York 
direct. In the royal mandate of 1869, touching the 
mode of conveying emigrants to foreign ports, many 
provisions were found to be impracticable, and his 
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majesty of Sweden and Norway decided a year ago 
that the proper alterations should be made. The 
amendments which have just been sent down from 
Stockholm have regard, in the first instance, to the 
contracts entered into between emigrants and emigrant 
agents, and, in the second instance, to the space to 
be afforded on every ship carrying emigrants, medical 
care of the sick, provisions, etc., etc. It is now pro- 
vided that a contract shall be drawn up between the 
emigrant and the agent in the Swedish language, 
and that it shall be accompanied by a translation in 
English. The emigrant's name and place of abode 
shall be mentioned in the contract, and it shall con- 
tain in addition thereto a statement setting forth the 
place whence he or she emigrated, the port in the 
foreign country, and the particular place therein to 
which he or she is to conveyed, and, provided the 
passage be not direct by ship from this country to 
the foreign port, the contract shall set forth distinctly 
the European ports through which the emigrant is to 
be conveyed, and also the means of conveyance tc 
be employed between such ports, with special men 
tion of the day fixed for departure from Sweden, the 
vessel by which the emigrant is to be transported, 
or, at least, whether by sailing vessel or steamer, the 
berth on board that is to be occupied by the emi- 
grant, the length of time which the emigrant, during 
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transit, will be compelled to wait at intermediate 
stations, and how he is to be provisioned and cared 
for during such stay, with the amount which he has 
already paid or will be compelled to pay, including 
the dues of a general nature which 'may possibly 
occur, upon his arrival in the port of destination. 

It must be expressly mentioned in the contract 
whether such payment includes the expense of his 
maintenance during the passage, and the charges for 
the transport of his traveUng effects. All disputes 
relating to the true interpretation of the contract 
and the emigrant's right, arising out of any infring- 
ment of the contract, are to be decided by five arb- 
itrators, of whom each party shall appoint two, and 
the governor of the province in which the port of 
departure is located shall name the fifth. In order 
that the emigrant may, when he pleases, enjoy the 
fresh, free air of heaven there shall be reserved 
sufficient space on the open deck of every emigrant 
ship, which space shall be guarded by a safe bulwark 
or railing, and such space shall not be less than 
0.5 square meter for each emigrant. In the room or 
compartment in which his berth shall have been as- 
signed, the space shall be calculated thus: In steam- 
ships, in a room or compartment upon the between 
deck, under the upper deck, or in some safe erection, 
or building, immediately above the upper deck, 2.83 



Digitized 



by Google 



RAMBLES IN SWEDEN, 193 

cubic meters, and provided the emigrant be lodged 
on a second between deck below the upper deck in 
a room or compartment of 3.4o cubic meters. All 
vessels propelled by steam are prohibited from car- 
rying emigrants in any other rooms or compartments 
or on other or more decks than those enumerated; 
in sailing vessels, where emigrants are lodged on the 
between deck, immediately below the upper deck, 
or in a safely constructed tenement above the upper 
deck, the space to be allotted is 3.ii cubic meters. 
Children under 1 year of age are not to be taken 
into the calculation, and two children under 8 years 
of age are to be considered equal to one adult. 

All emigrant ships must be provided with a suf- 
ficient number of berths, which are to be distinguish- 
ed by ordinal numbers. Each berth must be l.ss 
meters in length and 61 centimeters in breadth for 
a single person, the latter figures to be doubled in 
case two emigrants are assigned to the same berth. 
The berths must be constructed lengthwise the ship 
and must be separated by either a moveable or fixed 
partition of at least 24 centimeters in height. The 
berths arranged for male emigrants above 14 years 
of age must be arranged in a separate compartment 
of the vessel, and there must be also a separate 
compartment, entirely distinct from other passengers' 
rooms or berths, for female emigrants. Husband and 
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wife may, however, occupy one and the same berth 
in common, or an enclosed berth even in the com- 
partment of the vessel especially set apart for female 
accommodation. More than two berths, the one 
above the other, must not be arranged or constructed 
between the decks, and the rows of berths must be 
so arranged as to leave a space of at least 61 cen- 
timeters between thern for the purpose of a passage- 
way. 

The provisions for each emigrant, old or young, 
for every day of the passage, shall be calculated at 
427 grammes of hard biscuit, 43 grammes of butter, 
0.1 Htre of peas, O.25 litre of barley grits, 5 centi 
grammes of ginger, 21 grammes of salt, and 5 litres 
of water for drinking and cooking purposes. To these 
must be added 312 grammes daily of salt or pickled 
pork for three days of each week, and 425 grammes 
of salt^beef for four days of the week. The articles 
thus required to be furnished must be of unexception- 
ably good quality and must be kept below deck. 
There must be separate compartments in suitable 
places aboard ship for the care of the sick, one com- 
partment for males and another for females. These 
compartments, which must not be constructed lower 
down in the ship than upon the deck nearest under 
the upper or main deck, must afford a free surface 
of at least l.e: square meters for every fifty emigrants. 
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All vessels carrying a larger number than fifty emi- 
grants must be provided with a physician, employed 
either at the expense of the owners of the ship or 
at the expense of a duly authorized emigrant agent, 
and such physician shall have been either employed 
previously in such capacity in a nautical expedition 
on board a government vessel, or shall be declared, 
by the College of Physicians, especially qualified for 
such service and entirely competent. 

There are, of course, many other provisions con- 
tained in the king's mandate, but they are compa- 
ratively unimportant. The royal decree has evidently 
been framed with much care and after mature dehb- 
eration, and the hand of the king himself is visible 
in every paragraph. The intention has been, I believe, 
to conform, as far as may be, the Swedish to the 
English emigrant law. ^ It certainly is a most benefic- 
ent one as it stands amended and the Swedish gov- 
ernment, if the country must be thus annually and 
alarmingly depleted by emigration, is evidently bound, 
so far as in it lies, to reduce the number of burials 
at sea to a minimum. 

The emigration to the United States from the 
port of Gothenburg alone during the past five weeks 
averages 1,300 souls per week. The enterprising-in- 
all-other-matters newspapers of Gothenburg uniformly 
fail to learn and publish at the time the numbre 
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departing and wait until the close of the year when 
the official returns are made up and they are forced 
to give the round number for the expired twelve 
months. The Posten nearly asphyxiated me by pub- 
lishing, this morning, the number sailing by the Hull 
boats yesterday, as follows: 

Emigrationen. For vidare befordran ofver Eng- 
land till Amerika afgingo i gar till Hull med post- 
angaren »Orlando» 861 och med angaren »Juno» 
482, eller tillsammans 1,343 emigranter. 

While the Swedish newspapers are thus discreetly 
silent as to the number departing, double-leaded type 
is scarcely sufficient to herald the return of a baker's 
dozen to fatherland. A round dozen returning every 
week during the year would, if true, be no sufficient 
ground of alarm to the great republic, when as, against 
these, it enjoys the proud privilege of extending its 
hospitable and friendry hand to 1,500, or thereabouts, 
on every Saturday during the emigrating season, at 
the gates of Castle garden. ' But the fact is — strange 
oversight of my Argus-eyed friend. Dr. Hedlund, of 
the »Tidning» — that these same sot disant home^sick 
Swedes return to the fatherland, at least seven-tenths 
of them, for the express and avowed purpose of 
persuading their left-behind friends and relatives that, 
really, after all said and done, America is, upon the 
whole, a »leetle» better than even Sweden and Nor- 
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way, and the best thing for them to do, »taking one 
consideration with another, » is to pack up their 
Lares and Penates and »go west, young men, go 
west.»* The stories which these returning Swedes 
tell their few remaining fellow-countrymen anent the 
great country and their new life over sea, cause 
each particular Scandinavian hair to stand on end, 
and remind one of the despairing letter of the Earl 
of Carlisle to George Selwyn, in which he wrote 
from New York in the year 1778: ^Everything is 
upon a great scale upon this continent. The rivers 
are immense; the climate violent in heat and cold; 
the prospects magnificent; thunder and lightning 
tremendous. » 
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XIX. 

SWEDISH EMIGRATION CONTINUED — SOME POTENT REA- 
SONS FOR THE HEGIRA —THE CHARACTER OF THOSE 
SEEKING HOMES IN AMERICA — HOW KING OSCAR 
CAN RETAIN HIS SUBJECTS. 

Gothenburg, April 1883. 
When, at the opening of the present session of 
the diet at Stockholm, Count Sparre adverted to the 
subject of Swedish emigration to America, and poin- 
ted out in forcible language its alarming increase, 
and advised, as a check, that whatever was good 
and desirable in America should at once be imported 
and utilized, while it must be confessed he projected 
the most colossal scheme ever conceived by and 
born of a chancellor's brain, at the same time it 
must be admitted, however Utopian it may seem at 
the first blush, that Am^rique en Su6de is the only 
true solution of the perplexing problem. In saying 
that I am far from reflecting, in the remotest poss- 
ible manner, on the Swedish form of government, 
or upon its wise and patriotic sovereign. If I had 
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any criticism whatever to make respecting Oscar II., 
I should say that he is too conservative, and, per- 
haps, not sufficiently abreast of the spirit of the age. 
If something of American enterprise, or even of Eng- 
lish buUheadedness, could be ingrafted on the Scan- 
dinavian tree, matters social and poHtical would 
doubtless speedily and vastly improve. But so long 
as Sweden, foolishly proud and laughably conceited, 
closes her ears to voices over the sea, and goes on 
blindfold that she may not see the stupendous 
strides which the world is making in every direction, 
just so long will her peasant Anderssons and Jo- 
hanssons, her Nilssons and her Erikssons, shake the 
dust of their native soil from the wooden shoes 
which are sounding the death rattle of their country 
on the cobbles of every quay in Europe. Down 
with your taxes, and up with your wages, mes- 
sieurs of the diet, is what a well-wishing world is 
crying out to you ! Look you, sir, and madam ! Three 
and four dollars per month for able-bodied farm 
hands; $20 and $25 per year for strictly honest and 
devoted house servants; and the reward to all other 
servants in proportion, and, at the very least, one- 
third to be remitted to the tax-gatherer 1 Add to this 
that, unless God himself has come to the rescue and 
endowed His creature or creatures with extraordinary 
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gifts, the future is all hopeless and Cimmerian in its 
utter blackness. 

For the ordinary and average peasant there is 
no prospective promotion in any direction, and no 
hope of ever attaining what every soul longs for — 
anything that resembles a home. Every post that 
comes hitherward from your broad and fertile fields 
swells the inspiring chorus: »Come and see our ho- 
mes U Letters from the poverty-steeped, wooden-shod, 
hopeless, and despairing peasant emigrant of five 
years agone, are all roseate with the glow of the 
light which falls upon their happy pages from his 
own blazing hearth. These glad tidings fly every- 
where. The miner, deep down in the bowels of the 
earth, hears them, and, far away in the depths of 
the pine forest, they reach the listening ear of the 
toiUng woodman. The pick and the ax drop from 
their blackened and calloused hands ; their faces grow 
radiant with the strange light of a new hope, and, 
while parliaments are wrangUng over measures of 
prevention and philosophers are speculating as to 
the causes of emigration, these practical, happy- 
hearted fellows are merrily singing their way west- 
ward to the tune of the wild waves and whistling 
winds of the Atlantic. Bring America to Sweden, 
by all means, Chancellor of the historic and most 
illustrious name, for then the voice of the emigrant 
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runner will be heard no more in all the land, your 
farms will not go untilled, your mines will yield 
their exhaustless treasures, and your boundless 
forests will burden the sea with their precious 
woods. 

There emigrated to the United States from the 
port of Gothenburg, in the year 1877, 3,119; in 1878, 
4,380; in 1879, 15,115; in 1880 33,459; in 1881, 
39,852; and it is confidently expected that for the 
current year the number will reach 45,000. Accor- 
ding to the census of 1880, Sweden had a popula- 
tion at the close of that year of 4,565,668. If the 
Swedes who are seeking homes in the new world 
were of the lame, the halt, and the blind, or of the 
tatterdemalion class — of which the fewer a country 
numbers the richer and the happier it is ; if Sweden 
were disgorging a surplus population of idlers, vaga- 
bonds and criminals, as is the habit of a certain 
diminutive island not far to the eastward of my port- 
foho, it would certainly be a most excellent things 
for King Oscar and his dominions; but, alack and 
alas for the latter, such is not the case, for Sweden ha& 
no jail-birds nor ticket-of-leave men to commend to- 
municipal consideration for aldermanic and mayor- 
alty honors on the other side of the water, taking 
good care herself that these classes shall serve the 
state industriously, and well at home, while her pau- 
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pers and cripples are housed beyond all reach of 
enterprising agents and runners. 

The character of the Swedish emigrant, not of 
the very best, I admit at the outset, has been stead- 
ily improving as the years have rolled by. At the 
beginning it was the mechanic working for his day's 
wages; now it is the boss and proprietor of the 
, shop. Formerly the farm laborer deserted the far- 
mer; now the farmer deserts his farm. Time was 
w^hen capital sought investment in Scandinavian en- 
terprises and securities; now it thrusts its long arm 
into the treasury of the United States in search of 
bonds, and fastens its eager eye on the superb graz- 
ing lands of Minnesota and Dakota. Thither the 
young bucks of the country are swarming in thous- 
ands and tens of thousands, and it is an inspiring 
spectacle, on steamer day here in Gothenburg, to 
see the squads of tall, athletic, rosy-cheeked, and 
full-blooded youth, topbooted, happy, and looking 
for all the world like the sons of wealthy and well 
to do citizens equipped for a hunting or fishing ex- 
pedition, peering curiously into shop-windows, and, 
apparently, quite as indifferent and free from care 
as if they were out for a little lark, and then home 
again and to bed. Of the maidens— but I never dare 
trust myself in speaking of the sex; my enthusiasm 
plays havoc with my veracity. However, restraining 
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myself for the nonce, I will simply say that I have 
observed that they are modest, buxom, and blue- 
eyed, and, I doubt not, with proper encouragement 
will do all that they conscientiously can to perpe- 
tuate the race. 

Yes, it is a fact that the small farmers of the' 
kingdom are disposing of their farms, pocketing 
the proceeds and crossing to America, with the 
purpose of re-investing in lands over the sea. Two 
considerations move them in this direction. The 
first is the simple one that they can do much better 
with the same amount of money in the United Sta- 
tes, besides improving their condition in every way, 
and the second is, that the country proper has be- 
come so depleted of laborers that it is quite imposs- 
ible to carry on farming operations. You will read- 
ily see, therefore, that Sweden is now losing a class 
of her population which no country can afford to 
spare. Employers are told to pay the employed 
higher wages as a means of preventing emigration. 
But we cannot and shall not, impatiently and angrily 
retorts the employer; and so the phenomenal hegira 
goes on. It is not an infrequent occurrence here 
that an emigrant obtains from a broker or bank a 
bill on New York or Chicago for the equivalent in 
United States currency of 8,000 or 10,000 crowns. 
Thus, you perceive, they are taking not only them- 
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selves but a considerable amount of money with them 
to the country of their adoption. 

There is nothing that a Swede loves better — 
always barring his punch— than to sit down and 
listen to a vivid description from the lips of an eye- 
witness of the magnitude of the United States, and 
the amazing proportions of some of its institutions 
and physical features. He loves to hear of vast prai- 
ries, which resemble the sea in extent, of fields of 
grain, whose golden billows roll on and on until the 
eye wearies in seeking their limit, of the countless 
herds that feed and fatten unsheltered and uncared 
for on the plains, and of the mighty rivers, coursing 
the entire length of the land and pouring their res- 
istless tides into the bosom of Old Ocean. 
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